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Humbly  Infcr-ibed  to  his  GRACE 

THE 


Duke  of  MON  T  A  G  U. 


To  which  are  Added, 


O  N 


Several  Occasions. 
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T  was  owing  to  a  violent  Fit 
of  Illnefs  that  this  Book 
was  fo  long  delay  d  being 
deliver  d  after  the  Time 
propos'd  ;  which  I  don't 
know  whether  I  ought  more  to  ask 
Far  don  for,  than  for  publiflnng  at  all 
any  Thing  fo  incorrect  and  unfinijh  d. 

But  if  Troubles  and  Misfortunes 
can  prevail  on  you  to  overlook  the 

a  2  Faults 


The  PREFACE. 

Faults  of  the  following  Sheets,  I  am 
Jure  I  may  jujlly  plead  them  in  my 
Excufe. 

It  would  look  like  Peevijlmefs  and 
Pique  to  exprefs  my  Concern  that  fome 
have  greatly  endeavour  d  to  hurt  me 
in  this  Subfcription,  by  not  only  ridi¬ 
culing  me,  but  even  a  Work  before 
they  faw  it :  And  I  am  fure  I  may 
very  well  apply  to  myfelf  what  the 

Frogs  faid  in  the  I  able, - That  tho’ 

it  was  Sport  to  them,  it  might  have 
been  Death  to  me :  But  it  luckily 
happen'd  that  my  Adverfaries  bore 
little  Weight  in  the  World  and  the 
Joke  was  attended  with  no  other  Suc- 
cefs  than  a  hud  Laugh,  which  fome 
Rhetoricians  a  {[lire  us  is  oftner  a  Note 
of  Contempt  than  Approbation. 

The  Cenfures  of  a  Man  of  Confe- 
quence  have  a  remarkable  Sting  ;  but 
there  is  nothing  very  extraordinary  in 

the 


The  PREFACE. 

the  Venom  of  Infers,  which  are  the 
common  and  unregarded  Peftilence  of 
a  fultry  Sea  [on. 

Sis  for  thofe  who  have  favour  d  me 
with  their  Sibficriptions ,  J  am  certain 
their  Goodnefis  will  he  as  ready  to  for¬ 
give  my  Errors  as  to  contribute  to  my 
A jfi fiance.  I  pretend  to  no  Judgment  in 
Poetry ,  nor  am  ambitious  of  Commen¬ 
dation  ;  my  only  Jim  is  not  to  difipleafie; 
and ,  to  life  the  Words  of  a  much  fu- 
perior  Genius,  I  was  a  Poet  entirely 
by  Accident 

I  beg  Leave  to  return  my  httmblefi 
Thanks  to  thofe  many  high  Per  fan  ages 
who  have  honour  d  me  with  fid ficrib’tig 
to  this  Work ,  and  am  fienfible  wh  it 
great  Credit  Printing  the  Lift  of  So l - 
fieri  her  s  would  have  been  both  to  the 
Book  and  the  Author ;  but  durfi  not 
prefume  to  prefix  finch  Names  to  any 
thing  fio  flight  and  inconfiderable. 

And 


The  PREF  AC  E. 

Arid  here  I  cant  in  Gratitude  avoid 
mentioning  the  great  Obligation  I  am 
under  to  that  Nobleman  of  the  firft 
Rank,  who  was  not  only  fo  kind  as  to 
begin  the  Subfcription,  but  to  give  me 
other  Proofs  of  his  Inclinations  to  ferve 
me :  But  Good-Nature,  Humanity  and 
Affability ,  are  Virtues  fo  remarkable 
in  him,  that  I  need  not  be  vain  enough 
to  aferibe  any  Merit  to  my f elf,  from 
the  Favour  I  have  obtained,  fince  the 
Fid  refs  of  a  Fellow -Creature  is  of 
iff  elf  recommendatory  to  him  ;  and  an 
Object  of  Diftrefs  he  greatly  thinks 
one  of  Compajfion. 

It  may  be  obj ebbed  that  there  is  too 
much  of  Party  in  this  Book  ;  but  that 
none  may  be  thereby  difobligd ,  I  hope 
it  will  fall  only  into  the  Hands  of 
Thofe  who  fee  with  Concern  the  un- 
juflijiaMe  Reproaches  and  tingentle¬ 
manlike  Scurrilities  of  fome  uneafy 

Men 


The  PREFAC  E. 

Men  amongfl  ns  :  Such ,  I  dare  affirm , 
will  approve  of  an  Attempt  to  vindicate 
injur’d  Merit ;  nor  will  he  dif pleas  d 
with  Encomiums  if  really  due ;  where 
there  is  true  Worth ,  Praije  is  a  Juftice ; 
nor  are  Applaufes  at  any  Tame  fo  cri¬ 
minal  as  unreafonahle  Ahisfes.  A  good- 
naturd  Man  avoids  Slander  and  'De¬ 
traction  tho  Guilt  may  he  prov  d ,  as 
every  One  does  the  Office  of  an  Exe¬ 
cutioner  :  But  how  notorioufly  haje  is 
He  that  will  venture  puhlickly  to  af- 
fert  what  he  cannot  maintain, v  and, 
out  of  a  rejllefs  Spirit  of  Envy,  will 
calumniate  the  Man  above  him  ?  who , 
as  Sir  William  Temple  Jays,  in¬ 
jures  a  Man  out  of  Pique,  Humour 
or  Handing  in  his  Way,  hates  him 
becagfe  he  has  injur’d  him,  and  fpeaks 
ill  of  him  becaufe  he  hates  him. 

To  conclude,  fuch  a  Proceeding  is 
not  only  uncharitable  in  it j elf,  hut  is 

■  0jr 


.The  PR  EFACE, 

of  the  utmofl  ill  Confequence.  By  'fitch 
means  the  Minds  of  Men  are  poiforid , 
and  public k  Peace  and  Tranquility  di - 
fturbd.  Whatever  fitch  Mens  Preten¬ 
ces  m«y  be ,  they  (heu  httte  Loyalty  and 
Regard  to  their  Prince,  who  thus 
ftrive  to  make  his  Reign  dif quiet  and 
uneafy. 

Lor  my  own  Part,  I  (hall  ever  tlrnk 
it  the  indifpenfable  Duty  of  every  ho- 
nefl  Brrton  ffl  oppqfe  Jitch  pretended 
Patriotifm,  and  wijh  /  had  an  Ability 
great  as  my  Inclination  to  do  Jo  re¬ 
markable  a  Piece  of  Juftice. 

r  ♦  ♦  v  \  '  •  ,  •  •  t 
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Greenwich  -  Park : 

Humbly  Infcrib’d  to  the 

Duke  of  MO  NT  AG  U. 

-  .  .  9 

4. 

HILST  you,  my  Lord,  forfake,  a  while,  your 
Seat, 

And  honour  this  lov’d  Park  with  your  Retreat* 
Permit  my  Mufe  in  unafpiring  Strains; 

To  fing  the  Beauties  of  the  happy  Plains. 

Eden  s  fine  Garden,  and  its  fragrant  Air* 

The  bled  Abode  of  that  unhappy '  Pair,  * 

m. 
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Whofe  Difobedience  rais’d  a  flaming  Sword, 

Inutrerable  Pleafures  did  afford. 

Who  can  attempt  thofe  Pleafures  to  rehearfe. 

Or  dare  to  vye  with  M1LTO  N's  lofty  Verfe  ? 
MILTON  !  in  whofe  inimitable  Song 
The  Groves  refume  their  Beauty  loft  fo  long, 

By  whom  fuch  juft  Ideas  are  convey’d. 

We  feem  to  read  him  in  his  Edens  Shade  ; 

To  fee  the  Place  whofe  Charms  are  there  exprefs’d. 

And  are  in  the  delightful  Error  blefs’d. 

Let  Edens  great  Refemblance  raife  my  Flame, 

Too  weak  to  give  the  following  Groves  a  Name, 

Or  equal  Beauty  fliou’d  have  equal  Fame. 

A  Coopers  Hill  exalted  L E N RAM's  Lays, 

And  TOT  E^  by  Wind  for  ^  gain’d  a  lading  Praife  ; 

That  Bard  for  whom  frefh  Laurels  daily  grow, 

Whofe  charming  Numbers  do  fo  freely  flow  : 

Sure  all  their  Aid  to  him  the  Mufes  bring, 

His  Lines  they  water  with  their  cleared  Spring  : 

Tho’  ftrong,  not  forc’d,  in  Quantity  exad, 

Tho’  learn’d  yet  eafy,  without  Fault  corred, 

A  Genius 


A  Genius  like  his  we  feldom  meet. 

Or  Poetry  fo  mufically  fweet  : 

Who  vainly  ftrives  to  imitate  a  TOTE, 

To  fpeak  like  1ULLT  may  as  vainly  hope. 

Whilft  Windfor  s  Charms  he  labours  to  rehearfe. 

And  plants  new  Beauties  in  his  fruitful  Verfe. 

Who  is  there  would  not  rather  chufe  with  me 
To  read  his  Poem  than  the  Foreft  fee  ? 

But  tho’  for  Windfor  fuch  a  Harp  was  ftrung, 

No  longer  Greenwich  fhall  remain  unfung  ,* 

Some  Merit  to  the  Place  is  juftly  due, 

That  can  have  Power  to  draw  a  MO  NTAGU. 

No  more  it  looks  an  unfrequented  Wafte 
Now  Great  MOV NTHERMER  gives  the  World  a 
Tafte ; 

Nor  Windfor  a  more  beauteous  Profpefl  fhews 
And  the  fame  Thames  our  Greenwich  Banks  o’er  flows. 

There  feems,  indeed,  a  Mutability, 

A  ftretch’d-out  Arm  to  meet  a  Parent  Sea  : 

What  there  can  little  Wherrys  fcarce  contain 
Here  bears  the  ftrong-ribb’d  Argos  of  the  Main  ; 

A  2 


Here 


Here  flowing  Tides  bring  Ships  with  Jf rick's  Store, 
Here  ebbing  Ones  turn  others  out  for  more  : 

Large  Men  of  War  the  skilful  Pilotf  fleers. 

Here  Aficis  Wealth  in  floating  Worlds  appears  ; 

And  who  loves  Naval  Sights  may  always  meet 

„  ifelicsC 

Of  footy  Colliers,  a  continual  Fleet. 

Hence  <BritiJlo  Youths  Frugality  may  learn. 

And  the  great  Ufe  of  well-grown  Wood  difcern 
Hence  nobly  fcorn  to  cut  their  infant  Trees,. 

And  of  fuch  ufeful  Gueft  deprive  the  Seas- 
Oh,  had  their  Anceflors  fuch  Havock  made. 

And  chang’d  their  Timber  for  a  Mafquerade, 
SRlTd  NIJ's  Squadrons  never  had  been  known 
Or  her  unconquerable  Fleets  been  {hewn- 
But  let  our  Men  of  Tafte,  our  fparkling  Beaux, 

Purfue  the  Pleafures  they  have  wifely  chofe. 

The  foolifh  Bard  that  cenfures  Men  like  thefe. 

May  half  a  Nation  in  one  Line  difpleafe.. 

Let  Men  of  Fortune  where  they  will  appear,.  Y 
Return,  O  Mufe,  to  what  delights  you  hereJ 
As  thro’  the  circling  'Thames  the  Veffel  glides,. 
Befriended  by  the  Courfe  of  courteous  Tides, 


(  5  ) 

.  Nimbly  fihe  feems  o’re  lofty  Hills  to  fail. 

And  cuts  a  Way  thro’  every  marfhy  Vale, 

Till  by  Degrees  at  laft  fhe  difappears. 

And  her  lov’d  Ocean  with  her  Prefence  chears  : 
Here  without  Danger  we  may  daily  fee 
The  Sea’s  vaft  Motion  in  Epitomy  ; 

May  view  the  mighty  Wonders  of  the  Deep, 

And  yet  our  fearlefs  pleafing  Station  keep ; 

Here  Boats  of  little  Burthen  mount  a-height. 

Then  (ink  again,  and  hardly  are  in  light 
Here  in  high  Springs,  large  Porpufes  appear. 

And  Whales  may  float  their  bulky  Bodies  here.- 
But  fome  there  are  diflike  thefe  rolling  Waves, 
And  chufe  the  Spring  that  verdant  Meadows  laves  v 
Prefer  to  thefe  dear  Windfors  filent  Streams, 

And  think  the  River  here  too  boifterous  feems  ,* 
Let  fuch  Men  know  it  can  each  Paflion  footh. 

And  there  are  Times  no  Waters  are  fo  fmooth : 
Thov  wide  the  Thames,  fo  ftill  no  Brooks  appear* 

Nor  Windfors  Stream  more  gentle  or  more  clear*- 

. .  A  i>: 

With  thefe  fine  Views,  if  ever  you  are  tir’d>^; 
Here  Woods  and  Plains  are  ^equally  admir’d  •£ 

*  Y 

• 
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Thefe  charming  Profpe&s  let  me  dill  purfue, 

And  what  commands  them  all  with  Pleafure  view. 

Who  from  the  Sight  of  HERBERTS  Houfc  can  fly  ? 
Or  not  on  fuch  a  Building  fix  his  Eye  ? 

With  great  Improvement  here  we  fee  reviv’d 
The  glorious  Art  which  Ancients  firft  contriv’d  $ 

Nor  could  the  Science  in  thofe  Days  produce, 

A  Dome  fo  form’d  for  Ornament  and  Ufe  : 

i  • 

As  here  the  Veffel  takes  her  watry  Flight, 


The  River  turns  her  to  this  lovely  Sight 
Loath  to  deprive  her  Guefts  of  fuch  Delight. 


This  little  Fabrick  doth  adorn  the  Wafte, 

And  HERBERTS  Manfion  fbews  a  HERBERTS 
Tafte, 

O,  may  this  Palace,  rais’d  in  Miniature, 

This  beauteous  Box,  whilft  Time  fhall  laft,  endure. 

But  now  the  Beauties  of  the  Park  relate,- 
Who  here  refide,  enjoy  a  happy  Fate. 

Well  may  they  blefs  the  God  that  gave  them  Birth, 

And  thus  has  plac’d  them  on  his  choiceft  Earth, 

Here  the  thick  Grove  affords  a  cool  Retreat, 

From  the  Sun’s  fcorching  penetrable  Heat  > 


And 
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And  yet  difplays  convenient  op’ning  Glades, 

Nor  quite  excludes  bright  Phoebus  from  the  Shades : 
From  hence  an  Architect  contrives  his  Seat, 

Covers  it  in  to  keep  out  Cold  and  Heat  $ 

Yet  to  enjoy  the  God’s  enliv’ning  Ray,7 

f  r  ♦ 

He  gives  it  Windows  to  admit  his  Day. 

Here  fcampering  Deer,  with  little  wanton  Fawns 

r  *  *  *  r  f  * 

Tread  on  green  Carpets,  and  regale  on  Lawns, 
There  fhadowing  Trees  a  pleating  Scene  impart 
The  lively  Proofs  of  their  firft  Planter’s  Art  j . 

Not  interfperft,  or  here  and  there  are  x  plac’d. 

But  with  fine  Viftos  ev’ry  Walk  is  grac’d. 

Here,  with  Amazement,  each  Beholder  fees 
How  Friendlhip  is  emblematiz’d  in  Trees, 

Ev’n  Vegetables  teach  us  to  agree. 

And  feem  Examples  of  Humanity. 

One  Tree  no  fooner  wants  its  Neighbours  Aid, 
But  t’other  kindly  lends  a  friendly  Shade ; 

Nor  proudly  boafts  it’s  own  Floridity, 

But  joins  it’s  Branches  to  the  leaflefs  Tree. 

Thro’  various  fhady  Groves  at  length  we  come 

r  '  ‘ 

To  that  high  finely  fituated  Dome, 


A  Dome 


( 2 ) 

A  Dome  the  King’s  observatory  nam’d 

Where  F L  A 31  ST EL  in  Aftrouomy  grew  fam’d. 

Where  the  great  Study  II A  L  LET  now  purfues. 

And  of  the  Stars  takes  his  Nocturnal  Views, 

Communicating  Glories  which  foretel 

To  thofe  that  read,  and  can  obferve  them  well. 

What  future  Good,  or  future  Ills  appear. 

And  what’s  the  Fate  of  each  revolving  Year. 

This  learned  Art,  the  learned  HALLE  T  knows. 

Decipher’s  what  each  Star  and  Planet  lhows; 

.  •  • 

From  that  bright  Regiftry  of  Heaven’s  Intents, 

Kindly  informs  the  World  of  all  Events, 

- 

t 

4:  Whether  the  Sun  will  be  obftru&ed  foon. 

In  his  great  Progrefs  by  the  envious  Moon ; 

Or  when  Lianas  Self  will  ceafe  to  fhine,  * 

Sadly  obfeur’d  beneath  th’ecliptick  Line. 

1  * 

From  hence  our  great  Metropolis  you  fee,' 

*  . 

'And  yet  from  all  her  Smoak  and  Moife  are  free; 

Her  numerous  Spires  rife  from  this  Afcent, 

And  here  we  fee  that  City’s  vaft  Extent  ; 

4  Thefe  Lines  allude  to  a  Notion  commonly  received,  that  an  Eclipl* 
the  Sun  it  cccalion’d  by  the  {Aeon’s  getting  before  it. 


Nor 


Nor  is  her  Suburbs  and  herfelf  too  large. 

Or  too  magnificent  to  hold  her  Charge : 

W  hat  Place  can  be  too  fpacious  or  too  great 
For  Britain  s  Monarch,  Iloyal  BntnfwicJzs  Seat  ? 

•  f  |  f  ,  ^  *  f  '*’  •  •  •• 

And  whilft  we  here  confine  our  raviili’d  View, 

Let  us  give  Wrens  great  *  Mafterpiece  its  Due  ; 
Here  with  the  greateft  of  his  Art  he  vy’d. 

Rais’d  Londons  Ornament,  Religions  Pride. 

Some  tell  a  nobler  Stru&ure  built  at  Romey 

•  Ik  •  •  r  9  •  v  *  f  *  t  <■ 

And  give  the  Preference  to  Peter  s  Dome  ; 

0  1  o 

But  when  you've  brought  its  chief  Perfections  o’er, 
You’l  here  fee  Beauties,  unperceiv’d  ;  before. 

In  fome  a  moft  unnatural  Tafte  is  rnewn. 

And  foreign  Artifts  muft  excel  our  own  ; 

Strange  Modes  prevail  in  thefe  fantaftick  Times, 

And  what  can  pleafe,  produc’d  in  "Britijh  Climes? 

\ 

And  yet,  how  e’re  ill-fafhion’d,  or  ill-wrought. 
Nothing  difpleafes  from  Abroad  is  brought; 

So  brutifli  Hulbands  hate  -their  jb^autious  Wives/ 


Are  fond  of  Change  and  lead  ISdf  vicious  Lives; 

v  '  ,  ,  •  • 

.«  i*  *1  < » 


*  St.  Paul’s  Cathedral. 


And  the"  no  Fault,  or  Imperfe£lion's  known,. 

They  mu  ft  be  fcorn’d,  becaufe  they  are  their  own. 

From  this  fine  Profpefl,  when  we  turn  our  Eyes 
Delightful  Hills  on  every  Side  arife,. 

That  join  their  tow’ring  Tops  to  bending  Skies*. 
Or  if  we  look  direftly  oppofite, 

An  Ifle  that  feems  to  float,  appears  in  fight  y 
There  un-yoak’d  Oxen  in  fat  Paftures  graze. 

And  there  ev’n  Beafts  enjoy  their  Halcyon  Days, 

X  # 

For  thofe  dftfbas’d,  the  Smith  prefer ibes  that  Air, 
And  Horfes  have  a  'Bath  and  Tyrmont  there 
The  purging  Grafs  and  River’s  cleanfing  Flood 
At  once  give  Phyfick  and  delicious  Food, 

Will  cure  their  Swellings  and  remove  their  Pains, 
And  again  fit  them  for  New-Market's  Plains. 

We  now  proceed  to  B.O  R  MAN's  bow’ry  Shades,. 
Where  Wretches,  boaft  of  wronging  Ample  Maids* 
And  here  on  Pallifadpes  fondly  tell. 

They  dare,  gainft  Virtues  modeft  Rules  rebel 
Here  jfhameful  Men  our  fhamefiil  Authors  quote; 
Qbfeenity,  that  Scum  of  Wit  is  wrote 


jVi 


0  J . 
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Of  ill-bred  Men,  here  view  the  vulgar  Strains, 

The  dull  Memorials  of  want  of  Brains. 

O  that  a  Place  fo  pleafant  fhould  afford 

X. 

No  Blifs,  but  leaving  Folly  on  Record, 

Such  Practices  cou’d  Cadfnms  have  foreknown. 

The  Ufe  of  Letters  never  had  been  fhewn. 

next  a  beaut’ous  *  Wood  demands  your  Lay, 
Where  Angels,  did  they  want  a  Heav’n  wou’d  flay. 
Who’d  toil  for  Honours,  or  in  Courts  appear. 

That  hourly  can  enioy  Elyfium  here? 

The  fland’ring  Cenfures  of  a  World  that’s  rude. 

Are  mifs’d  in  this  delightful  Solitude, 

Whilft  here  the  Linnets  {train  their  little  Throats, 

Striving  t’excel  the  Nightingale’s  fweet  Notes. 

The  pretty  Difputants,  th’  harmonious  Choirf, 

For  ever  let  me  hear,  let  me  admire  f 
Thefe  bleft  Inhabitants  in  tuneful  Throngs, 

Delight  us  always  with  melodious  Songs. 

No  hurtful  Satire  nor  Abufes  give, 

But  beg  alone  the  Privilege  to  live. 

B  2  _  '  Here 

» 

.  .  •  •  ••  • 

—  1  »  ■  '■  «>i.  ■  ~L— — . .  ■■■ .  '  ■  ■  i  ,  ■— 

*  The  Wildernefs. 
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Here  the  fwifi>  winding  Hare  h  free  from  Fear; 

Nor  the  fleet  Greyhound  dares  affault  her  here. 

In  this  dear  Place  let  me  for  ever  live. 

Nor  turn  me  in  an  envious  World  to  grieve. 

Where  Men  hate  Men,  where  Men  make  Men  their  Prey* 

Nor  wild  'Barbarians  more  fierce  than  they,*. 

Where  only  for  the  Pleafure  to  opprefs, 
inhuman  Man  his  Neighbour  will  diftrefs : 

In  this  lov’d  Shade  no  Danger’s  ever  fear’d* 

Nor  whifper’d  Calumnies  .  are  ever  heard  ; 

No  Sorrows  there  are  felt,  no  Want  or  Care, 

And  murmuring  Brooks  do  only  murmur  there. 

The  famous  Heath  here  opens  to  our  View 
(A  while  let’s  leave  the  Subjefl  we  purfue) 

’f  was  o’er  thefe  Plains  the  gallant  CHURCHILL  mov’d,, 

J  |  Iffl  •.  S*r>  -  ■ 

Follow’d  by  Legions;  not  fear’d^but  lov’d. 

Each  hardy  Soldier,  by  his  General’s  Side, 

Went  on  to  Battle  with  a  dauntlefs  Pride,*, 

With  big  fwol’n  Veins,  refolv’d  to*  get  Applaufe, 

Or  bravely  fee  them  launch’ t  in  England's  Caufe. 

O  cou\i  my  Eyes  again  behold  the  Sight 

* 

CHURCHILL,  ©nee  Europe  s  Terror  and  Delight, 

CHUR- 


CHURCH'LL  the  Hero  that  for  tea  Campaigns, 

Brought  endlefs  Glory  to  "Britannia s  Plains; 

And  now  forgive  me,  if  I  hear  relate 

Britain  's  Ingratitude  her  M  JR  L  B  0  R  0  UG  H's  Fate,. 

How  did  each  honeft  Englishman  lament* 

To  fee  the  Vidor  drove  to  Baniflhment  ? 

To  fee  the  Man  that  greateft  Dangers  fac’d, 

By  thofe  he  fought  and  conquer’d  for,  difgrac’dj  - 
O  from  our  Annals!,  blot  th’  ungenerous  Deed, 

Nor  let  a  Nation’s  Reputation  bleed  ;  /  : 

But  in  thofe  Annals  let  his  Ads  be  feen. 

And  keep  Great  MARLBOROUGH' s  Laurels  evergreen# 
This  mournful  Subjed  let  us  now  forfake. 

And  here  a  View  of  BAG  E's  Manfion  take ; 

A  Dome,  the  Owner  s  Joy,  the  Builder’s  Pride, 

Where  Kings  might  dwell,  and  Gods  themfelves  refide. 

Here  skilful  James  from  rough  and  unwrought  Stones,; 
Has  rais’d  a  Building  well  may  vye  with  Jones ; 

Had  all  our  wealthy  Britons  Souls  like  Bage^ 

What  noble  Strudures  wou’d  adorn  the  Age; 

And  from  fuch  Works  much  Benefit’s  receiv’d. 

An  Art’s  encourag’d,  and  the  Poor  reliev’d. 


Here  view  what  glorious.,  beauttous  Scenes  arife. 
What  pleating  Landskips  are  before  your  Eyes; 
High  diftant  Hills  extenfive  Profpefts  bring, 

And  flow’ry  Valleys  fhew  perpetual  Spring. 

Long  in  the  Dome  h’as  built  his  fpacious  Seat, 
May  BAGE  enjoy  his  charming  lov’d  Retreat; 
With  Phoebus  may  freflh  Pleafures  rife  each  Day, 
And  fleeting  Time  pafs  joyfully  away. 

The  lovely  Groves,  ’tis  time  we  now  review, 

♦ 

Enter  the  Park  again,  our  Theme  purfue. 

Thro’  Chefnut  fliady  Walks  let’s  take  our  Way, 
And  rural  Plains  on  every  Side  furvey, 

Here  Vanbrugh's  Houfe,  for  Novelty  excells, 

And  there  the  Hofpitable  Wither\  dwells. 

The  brave,  the  well-bred  friendly  Soldier’s  Seat, 
Nor  e’er  was  Manfion  feen  before  fo  neat, 

Form’d  with  a  (lately,  tho’  uncommon  Air, 

The  Man  of  Fafliion  is  diftinguifli’d  there. 

Next  to  the  Walk,  which  ev^y  Walk  excells. 
Let  us  proceed,  and  view  the  beautious  "Belle s; 
*Tis  here  Olivias  Eyes  difplay  their  Fires, 
Brilliants  fo  finely  fet,  the  World  admires. 


(  *5  ) 

Black  gives  them  (till  a  nobler,  better  Ray, 

Nor  e’er  were  Eyes  perceiv’d  fo  bright  as  they. 

Here  of  another  widow’d  Fair  we  boaft,. 

And  here  a  charming  l Belles  again  the  Toafh 
No  dark  Attire  'Belindas  Face  confines,. 

Like  Cynthia  Queen  of  Night,  the  Goddefs  fliinesj, 
Again  Hie  fhines,  again  Belinda's  free, 

And  gives  the  World  again  Felicity^ 

Of  all  that  here  excel,,  what  Mufe  can  fing,. 

Nor  greater  Numbers  grace  the  Mall  or  RingZ 
No  Women  there  arefeen  with  better  Air, 

W  ith  Mien  more  graceful,  or  with  Face  more  fahv 
Whilft  Nymphs  like  thefe  adorn  our  Greenwich  Shades,. 
Ruftle  in  Luftrings  and  in  rich  Brocades. 

Slaves  in  Embroidery  will  haunt  the  Plains, 

And  Ecchos:  will  repeat  their  amorous  Strains  : 

This  verdant  Walk,  whofe  beautiful  Defcent 
tWe  fee  with  Pleafure*  yet  its  Fate  lament, 

Grieve  that  ’tis  branded  with  fo  vile  a  *  Name,; 

That  what  deferves  fuch  Praife  fhou’d-meet  fuch  Shame  j 


•  r 


*  It  if  called  Brazcn-fae’d  Walk. 


This  Reafon  only*we  can  deign  to  give, 

I  f  ' 

That  here  adventrous,  daring  Mortals  live. 

And  in  this  Walk  will  frequently  appear. 

Boldly  to  gaze  on  Angels  moving  here. 

Next  let  us  to  the  Royal  Dome  repair. 

Intruded  to  the  generous  JTL N NINGS  Care; 

^  ■ 

O  may  it  always  be  fuch  Mens  Abode, 

And  may  each  Succeffor  purfue  his  R.oad, 

Like  once  lov’d  Jylmer ,  let  the  Ranger  be 
As  honed  and  beneficent  as  he ; 

But  he  was  mortal,  and  the  meagre  Fiend 
Depriv’d  them  of  their  Governour  and  Friend. 

At  length  Great  ‘BRUNSWICK  bid  a  Jennings  go 
Succeed  him,  and  alleviate  the  Blow. 

So  when  a  hady  Shower  has  hurt  the  Grain, 

The  Farmers  anxious,  for  their  Lofs  complain; 

% 

But  at  the  glorious  Sun’s  reviving  Sight, 

They  lofe  their  Sorrow  in  their  great  Delight. 
Thus  Jennings  ev  ry  drooping  Spirit  rais’d, 

;  to  0  . 

And  here  fuch  Merit  -might 
But  let  us  wifh  him  here  the  greated  Joy, 


be  judly  prais’d ; 


>  j 


- 


Cojitinu  d  Health  to  his  delightful  Boy  j 


N 


(  ll  ) 


May  this  tine  Bloffom  to  Perfe&ion  grow, 


Nor  meet  the  cruel,  blafting  Tyrant’s  Blow; 

*W>VoX 


But  may  the  Power,  whofe  fuper-natural  Force 
Chaces  the  Fiend  away,  and  flops  his  Co'urfe, 

For  ever  make  him  its  peculiar  Care, 

And  for  the  Father’s  Sake,  the  Infant  fpare. 

Let  Windfor  boaft  what  Heroes  Windfor  bore. 

And  count  an  Edward's^  Henry  s  Aftions  o’er. 
Compar’d  to  us,  the  Honour  is  but  fmall. 

In  one  great  Woman  we  furpafs’d  them  all; 

’T was  here  E L 1Z  JHET H  her  Breath  receiv’d, 
The CouHtry^ 

From  cruel  M  A  R  jf’s  Bigotry  and  Hate, 

From  Ruin  and  inextricable  Fate; 

By  her  we  all  were  fav’d,  by  that  fam’d  Queen, 
Whofe  wondrous  Adlions  were  with  Wonder  feen. 
Here  her  great  Father,  did  his  Schemes  purfue. 
And  had  the  Reformation  here  in  view. 

Here  Proteftants  receiv’d  their  greateft  Hope, 

And  Greenwich  Councels  banifii’d  hence  the  ‘Pope: 
Now  let  us  fing,  my  Mufe,  our  laft  Refort, 

And  view  an  Hofpital  or  view  a  Court, 


**  *  ’ 
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O  may  the  Founder’s  Name  he  ever  bled, 

That  here  contriv’d  difabl’d  Seamen’s  Reft; 

3rorm’d  {lately  Rooms  for  each  poor  Man’s  Retreat, 

And  gave  him  in  old  Age  a  peaceful  Seat. 

How  greatly  mud  it  raife  our  Sailors  Hopes, 

To  think  of  fuch  Relief  from  galling  Ropes, 

That  Sinnews  will  in  Time  be  heal’d. 

And  Comfort  at  Life’#  Period  reveal’d. 

A 

Of  this  fine  Place  the  glorious  Painting  view, 

And  give  Encomiums  to  the  Maher’s  due. 

-  '  .  _  _ 

Here  glorious  WILLIAM  once  again  is  feen. 

And  lmiling  by  his  Side  his  charming  Queen. 

„  t»  •  ^  ■  <  I 

O  let  not  Thornhill's  Modefty  complain 

-  -  •  *  •  t 

Of  Commendation  in  the  humbled  Strain, 

.  •  r  ,  f  f  *  jr  * 

Judgment  like  his  for  louded  Praifes  calls, 

_  r  .  r  »  .  ►  * 

Before  whofe  Pencil,  every  Pencil  falls. 

^  ^  ^  ^  *■  ^  ^ 

Here  fee  a  Work,  the  loyal  Workman’s  Care, 

*  *  *  *  0 

View  in  the  Upper-Hall,  your  Sovereign  there; 

There  the  great  Mader  left  the  common  Road, 

Has  painted  IBrunJwick^  or  has  drawn  a  God  ; 

The  Royal  Prince  with  filial  Duty  Hands, 

And  gracious  CAROLINE  all  Hearts  commands 


)  Xkl  '  l 
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The 


The  fprightly  F  R  E  D  E  R  I C  K  gives  great  Delight, 
And  little  WILL  Id M's  Figure  charms  the  Sight ; 

A  » 

View  blooming  AN  N  A  with  Majeftick  Grace, 

\ 

And  fee  good  Nature  in  AMELIA ’s  Face; 

With  joy  behold  another  CARO  LIN  Ey 
And  the  two  Lead  in  Innocency  fiiine. 

On  the  right  Hand  another  Pleafure  fprings. 

The  happy  Landing  of  the  bed  of  Kings  ; 

Here  the  great  Prince,  whofe  Meni’ry  we  adore. 

As  Britain^  King  fird  trod  on  Britain  $  Shore. 
Methinks  I  hear  the  Croud’s  united  Voice, 

Again  I  hear,  the  loyal,  joyful  Noife, 

A  Noife  which  plainly  fhew’d  to  lid’ning  Ears, 

They  knew  they  were  reliev’d  from  all  their  Fears 
By  Royal  GEO  R  G  E,  Peace  takes  her  eafy  Place, 


And  Ilappinefs  next  lhews  her  joyful  Face. 

By  Eruth  and  JuJliceis  tho  Hero  led,  •; 
Religion  raifes  too  her  facred  Head.* 

Here  Liberty  preferv’d,  gives  great  Applaufe, 

And  pays  her  court  to  him  that  fav’d  our  Laws# 
Rebellious  Slaves  before  the  Victor  fall. 

And  Foes  retreat  that  would  the  State  enthrawl# 
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Now  finally  conclude  my  trembling  Mufe, 

And  let  me  only  now  implore  Excufe. 

O  with  your  Senfe  let  Goodnefs  interfere. 

Nor  criticife  on  Imperfe&ions  here. 

From"  one  o’er-whelm’d  with  Grief,  with  Cares  oppreft. 
That  knows  no  Comfort  and  enjoys  no  Reft. 

Who  can  or  good  or  lofty  Verfe  expetft. 

Yet  who  is  he,  will  cruelly  reflect: 

Befides,  I’m  yet  but  in  the  Mufes  School, 

Toa  young  in  Poetry  to  write  by  Rule, 

By  Time  and  Study  I  may  learn  to  mend. 

Nor  fhall  my  Labours  with  this  Poem  end- 
From  unform’d  Chaos  firft  the  World  began,. 

And  from  weak  Infancy  we  grow  to  Mam 
T:o  you,  my  Lord,  the'  Bard  his  Duty  pays* 

If  your  good  Nature  fhould  accept  the  Lays. 

So  great  an  Honour  will  be  higheft  Praife- 
Favour  like  that  would  every  Fear  remove* 

And  none  will  be  difpleasrd  if  you  approve* 


(  21  ) 


ON  THE 

BIRTH-DAY 

r  ‘ 

O  F  H  E  R. 

Moft  Sacred  MAJESTY. 

March  ift,  17 

O  raife  my  humble  Strains,  my  Lays  refine 
Infpiring  God,  propitious  Sifters  join* 

For  CJROLINJ  open  every  Spring,, 

And  let  each  Mufe  her  grateful  Tribute  bring. 

This  Day  in  Eritiffir  Calendar  ftiall  rife,. 

And  an  unufual  Ray  adorns  the  Skies, 

Triumphant  Joy  in  every  Face  is  feen,. 

Nations  unite  in  praife  of  England's  Queen*  ’ 

And  *  Cambrian  Leeks  lhall  look  fcr  ever  green!  ; 
How  fhe  behav’d  in  her  Religion’s  Caufe, 

Remember  Proteftants  and  give  Applaufe* 


*  Worn  on  St.  2Javid’s  Day. 


(  22  ) 

No  glittering  Crown  could  her  great  Mind  fubdue, 

^  %  r  i  -  >  #  #  *  *  .  i  #  »  k  i  "y 

And  Heav’n  referv  d  the  Heroine  for  you. 

Decreed  that  o’er  the  People  Die  fhou’d  reign. 
Whole  Faith  fhe  did  fo  ftrenuoufly  maintain. 

Whether  as  Queen,  as  Mother,  or  as  Wife, 

Here  view  the  Patern  of  exafteft  Life; 

Behold  a-  Princefs  skill’d  in  learned  Arts, 

Nor  yet  Pedantick,  but  who  gains  all  Hearts. 

Let  us  thofe  memorable  Suns  adore, 

Which  gave  her  Birth,  and  to  our  Albion  Shore ; 

With  Pride  obey,  and  confcious  of  our  Blifs, 

Be  every  Day  fhe  lives,  rever’d  like  this.  A 
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ROYAL  HIGHNESS 


THE 
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Intercefllon  in. Behalf  cf  M.  PalUarett 

His  Writing-Mailer* 


Onghave  our  Bards  from  antient  Greece  and  Rome ? 
Brought  Heroes  and  heroick  Adions  home  s 

a  *  m  .%  »  -  *  * 

As  if  our  Country  was  a  barren  Soil, 

*  •  'v  ?  p  * 

Nor  glorious  Plants  could  gjow  in  Britain's  Ifle, 

j  »  »  * 

Here  fee  what  Worth  in  tender  Age  appears. 

View  here  the  Wonder  of  his  Infant  Years, 

View  here  how  Heavenly  Pow’rs  their  Gifts  difpenfe^ 
jAnd  how  the  Boy  difplays  the  Man  of  Senfe  * 

v<  * 

Here  you  may  fee  an  early  thirft  of  Fame. 

Extenlive  Virtue  in  a  little  Frame,  , 

Ma% 


/ 
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May  here  a  Man,  in  perfed  Childhood  fee. 

Of  ILngliJh  Growth,  and  Cumberland  is  he. 

But  fing,  my  Mufe,  the  wond’rous  Caufe  of  Praife, 
The  prefent  Subjefl  that  infpires  your  Lays, 

Relate  a  mournful  Son’s  mod  filial  Grief, 

And  Royal  Williams  feafonable  Relief,* 

How  at  the  difinal  Story  he  was  mov’d. 

And  how  his  tender  Nature  here  was  prov’d : 

With  Mifery  he  felt  a  generous  Woe, 

And  faid.  The  Queen  the  horrid  Fad  fliould  know  $ 
Which  foon  he  tells  her  in  affeding  Strains, 

And  of  the  Gallick  favage  Laws  complains. 

Repeats  how  cruelly  the  Man  was  us’d. 

By  Soldiers  plunder’d,  and  by  Slaves  abus’d. 

That  if  her  Leave  to  ask  he  might  obtain. 

He  doubted  not  a  timely  Help  t^gain. 

The  pious  Queen,  had  Pleafure  and  Surprize, 

Saw  his  good  Nature  with  admiring  Eyes  ,• 

Bids  him  in  Paths  of  Virtue  perfevere. 

Such  Ads  fliould  ever  be  encourag’d  here ; 

That  in  the  prefent  Caufe  he  might  proceed. 

And  take  the  Merjf  of  the  glorious  Deed, 


Who 


(  M  ) 

Who  faw  can  only  tell  the  mighty  Joy, 

The  honeft  Tranlport  of  the  lovely  Boy, 

Not  vainly  pleas’d  in  pleading  to  excel, 

* 

•  »  i 

But  that  he  hitherto  fucceeded  well. 

When  the  French  Envoy  at  the  Court  appears, 

The  little  Friend’s  great  Soul  admits  no  Fears; 

But  lays  courageoully,  I  want  a  Boon, 

•  •  .1 

*  Which  would  be  given  twice,  if  granted  foon. 

Then  hates  at  large  the  melancholy  Cafe, 

And  ftrongly  urges  how  unjuft  it  was. 

That  fuch  Oppreilions  he  was  fure  muft  fpring. 

Without  the  Knowledge  of  th e  Chriftian  King-, 

And  then  befought  him  that  at  his  Requeft 

The  Subject  might  no  longer  be  oppreft. 

With  great  Aftoni.hment  he  heard  the  Whole, 

Pleas’d  at  fuch  young  humanity  of  Soul, 

Promis’d  to  make  it  his  immediate  Task, 

To  gain  what  fuch  a  Suitor  ftoop’d  to  ask  ; 

Nor  5 Phoebus  many  Days  his  Courfe  had  run. 

But  an  txprefs  proclaim’d  the  Deed  was  done; 

D  The 

*  JBi*  dat  <pi  cito  dat  proberK 
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The  poor  Man’s  Sorrow  quickly  was  appeas'd. 

And  generous  TV I L  L  I  j1  M's  anxious  Mind  was  eas’d, 

W  ••  V  V  1 

With  Zeal  like  this  the  glorious,  great  Naffau9 
Haften’d  to  fave  a  Nation’s  finking  Law, 

A  burthen’d  People  bravely  to  redrefs, 

Whom  fecond  James  had  labour’d  to  opprefs. 

This  Royal  Youth  who  bears  the  Vidor’s  Name, 

Whofe  Bread  was  now  infpir’d  with  equal  Flame, 

Shall  grow  like  him  in  Glory  and  in  Fame- 
In  early  Days,  when  early  Worth  appears. 

Our  Expedations  rife  with  riper  Years.; 

If  fo  much  Beauty  in  the  Bud  is  fihewn. 

How  charming  will  the  Flower  be  when  blown? 

W  hen  for  great  Deeds  a  ftronger  Pulfe  will  beat. 

And  the  bright  Spark,  is  kindled  into  Heat, 

O  may  th’  Almighty  let  the  Infant  live. 

Nor  take  a  Bleiling  he  alone  can  give. 


ON  THE 


PRELI 


Being  Ratified  by 


And  the  Profpe£t  of  a  General  P  E  A  C  E0, 


Soldier  bred  from  Infancy  to  Arms, 

With  fecret  Pleafure  hears  of  War’s  Alarms,, 

'  .  »  '  :> 

Dangers  delight  the  Brave,  the  Hero’s  Mind,. 

In  dull  Tranquility  appears  confin’d. 

Such  was  our  King,  but  for  his  People’s  Eafe, 

Whom  he  fo  greatly  condefcends  to  pleafe, 

He  wifely  fhews,  all  Views  may  be  withftoody 

Are  inconfillent  with  a  Nation’s  Good, 

Makes  England's  Happinefs  his  only  Boatt*. 

Nor  covets  Lawrels  at  his  Subject’s  Coft,*, 

Yet  2  RU  N S  W I C  K's  Soul  con’d  never  Infults  beaiy 

Nor  any  Toil  to  keep  our  Rights,  wou’d  fpare.* 


D  2. 
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Like  the  great  Julius ,  brave  and  undifmay’d. 

As  refolute  to  guards  as  he  t’  invade. 

Oh  was  this  adive  Prince  to  take  the  Field, 

How  wou’d  retreating  Ranks  to  "Brunjwich  yield  ! 
Before  his  Arms  how  frighted  Troops  wou’d  fly, 
Affur’d  by  his  Approach  their  Fate  was  nigh; 

But  if  he  fays  the  Trumpet’s  Note  fhall  ceafe. 

The  World  obeys,  and  Kingdom’s  are  at  Peace, 

i  \  >  b,  i 

This  ratify ’d  Preliminaries  fhew. 

And  Spaniards  muft  their  boafted  Schemes  forego; 
For  to  infill  where  cBrunfwick  lays  a  Claim, 

Is  only  to  increafe  the  Monarch’s  Fame, 

Hritons  be  juft,  be  fuch  defert  admir’d. 

With  wife,  becoming,  virtuous  Zeal  be  fir’d ; 

And  fhew  however  difficult  to  pleafe, 

When  fuch  Kings  rule  you  can  obey  with  eafe; 

That  gracious,  affable  and  free  Deport, 

Perceiv’d  at  prefent  in  the  'Britijh  Court, 

Shews  that  the  King  purfues  his  glorious  Aim 
To  gain  the  People’s  love,  his  Power  might  tame* 
Had  thus  the  mighty  Cicjar  ftrove  to  pleafe. 

And  rul’d  th’  Imperial  State  with  Arts  likethefe. 
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He  had  efcap’d  his  melancholy  End, 

And  honeft  'Brutus  had  remain’d  his  Friend, 

Romans  delighted,  would  have  gladly  deign’d 

To  have  obey’d  the  Prince  like  GEORGE  had  reign’d. 

So  great  a  King  mud  every  Heart  command. 

And  rule  with  Pleafure  a  fubmiflive  Land. 

ON  HER 

ROYAL  HIGHNESS 

THE 

Princefs  A  MEL  I  A  s 

Going  to  BATH. 

E  healing  Springs,  this  Royal  Maid  reftore. 
Revive  this  beautious  Flow’r,  or  rife  no  more,- 
By  you  recover'd,  fhou’d  AMELIA  live. 

We  all  fliall  blefs  you  for  the  Health  you  give. 

Montpelier,  Tyrmont,  each  will  lofe  their  Fame, 

And  England's  Bath  alone  will  have  the  Name 
Above  the  reft,  that  Place  muft  furely  fiiine, 

•  ?■ 

Which  cures  a  Princefs  of  Great  2  RUNS WlClCs  Line. 

O  N 


ON  THE 

Right  Honourable 


ARTHUR  ONSLOW,  Efq; 


Being  SPEAK  E  R  of  the  .Houfe  of  Commons. 

HAT!  fihall  an  0  NS  LO  W  fill  again  the  Chair,, 
And  no  melodious  Mufe  a  Note  prepare ; 

"Permit  an  humble  Bard  to  touch  the  Lyre,f  ~~ 

So  great  a  Subjed  will  the  Song  inipire. 

As  the  late  Speaker  with  high  Peers  is  plac'd, 

And  their  Majefti.ck  Dome  with  C  0  MTT  0  N's  grac’d,. 
Who  cou  d  the  Commons  in  his  Room  propofe, 

Or  who  but  Onflow  have  fo  wifely  chofe? 

Thofe  who  in  Virtue  and  in  Parts  excel 

*»  .  .  ••  •»  *  ^ 

Will  be  advanc  d,  where  Men  diftinguifh  well. 
hWALTOLE's  Merit  thus  made  WALE  OLE  greatj. 
And  ONSLOW  thus  adorns  our  Senate’s  Seat : 
l ’Britain's  Allies  approve  the  happy  Choice, 

And  wiih  to  join  in  the  united  Voice. 

*» 

Was- 
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Was  HOMER  now  again  to  tune  his  Lays, 

How  wou’d  the  Bard  exert  in  ONSLOW's  praife? 
His  Grecian  Hero  wou’d  be  laid  afide, 

And  ONSLOW  now  wou’d  be  the  Poet’s  Pride, 

Who  to  write  Odyffes  again  inclin’d, 

Wou’d  leave  the  Body’s  Vigour  for  the  Mind. 

-  1 1  V  V  *  r  i  a  '  \  t 

Whilft  fome  unwarrantable  Warmth  difplay. 

And  cannot  their  unruly  Paflions  fway. 

From  0  NS  LO  W's  Speeches  none  receive  Offence,1 
As  much  the  Man  of  Breeding  as  of  Senfe  ,• 

To  rail  or  give  Abufe  he  never  knows, 

But  calm  and  eafy  ftrongeft  Reas’ning  fliews. 

And  LU L  L0C\  fweetnefs  from  an  O  NS L  Onflows® 


(  3 2  ) 


TO  THE 


RIGHT  HONOURABLE 

Sir  ROBERT  WALPOLE, 

On  the  Conclufion  of  this  Seffion  of  Parliament. 

Jane-*  Mdgcxxviii. 

Ncumbred  with  the  great  Affairs  of  State, 

Weary’d  with  noify  Faction’s  bold  Debate, 

how  can  1  hope  to  find  the  Patriot’s  Bread, 

% 

Or  free  from  Care,  or  not  inclin’d  to  Reft ; 

But  e’er  you  take  the  Blifs  the  Country  yields, 

j\\7hich  courts  you  with  its  flow’ry,  verdant  Fields; 

Forgive  the  Bard,  that  in  thefe  hum  le  Strains, 

Prefumes  to  thank  great  WALT 0 LE  for  his  Pains,  \ 

His  honeft  Labours  for  Britannia's  Plains.  \ 

To  one  fo  zealous  in  his  Country’s  Caufe, 

It  never  is  amifs  to  give  Applaufe; 

But  if  difgufted  Men  in  Duty  fail. 

And  take  a  boundlefs  Liberty  to  rail. 

To  Statefmen  then  who  think  and  aft  like  you, 

•Encomiums  more  immediately  are  due. 


Of 
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For  you  each  honed  Bread  with  Ardour  glows. 

Nor  have  you  Enemies  but  E NG LJND's  Foes, 

A  poor,  abandon’d,  wretched  Few  that  wait 
In  Hopes  to  plunder  and  inflave  the  State ; 

With  fecret  Malice  fuch  behold  the  Toils, 

Which  mud  deprive  them  of  their  promis’d  Spoils : 

Who  that’s  his  Country’s  Friend  do  you  difpleafe  ? 

Or  what  true  Patriot  herds  with  Men  like  thefe  ? 

Long  may  you.  Sir,  our  Court  and  Council  grace. 

No  envious  Tongue  can  Worth  like  Yours  debafe : 

Long  may  great  BRUNSWICK  have  his  People  s  Voice, 
Choofe  Minifters  like  you,  and  Men  applaud  the  Choice* 


E 


VERSES 


V 


VERSES 

Occafionally  Wrote. 

Uufirious  Acts  high  Raptures  do  infiife. 

And  every  Conqueror  creates  a  Mtife  $ 

Thus  WALL  E  R  lung,  in  whofe  uprighter  Days,, 
*1  was  thought  a  Duty  to  give  Merit  praife, 

Put  now  the  Age  is  more  ungrateful  grown, 

Nor  Rritijh  Bards  dare  Rritifh  Heroes  own  $ 

Tear  to  applaud  a  Man  tho’  e’re  ib  fam’d, 

Since  Pra*fe,  however  juft,  is  Flatt’ry  nam’d. 

When  ftrideft  Honour  ftrives  with  Party  Rage,, 

Nor  Virtue  can  the  factious  Storm  affwage, 

When  falfe  Suggeftions  are  as  Fads  believ’d,, 

And  the  poor  Vulgar  are  by  Knaves  deceiv’d  $ 

How  hard  is  then  a  labouring  Statefman’s  Fate, 

Hi  us’d  for  ferving  an  unthankful  State  ? 


M 
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If  his  great  Actions  do  his  Fortune  raife. 

Then  reftlels  Envy  will  his  Deeds  difpraife. 

The  meagre  Fiend,  with  all  her  Train  appears, 

^  , - rw-  -  J 

And  fcatters  in  the  World  Diftrufts  and  Fears  ; 

Inlinuates  he  would  the  State  inthrawl. 

And  longs  to  fee  the  worthy  Patriot  fall. 

Whilft  thus  the  Mufe  indites  her  feeble  Strains, 

%  ’  f  ‘  *  ■  k  ..  *  .  *  •  .  .  . 

And  of  the  World’s  Difhonefty  complains. 

With  Joy  fhe  thinks  on  a  late  boafted  Day, 

When  threat’ning  PROTEUS  made  a  bold  Eflay, 
Try’d  ev’ry  Shape  great  MJNLIUS  to  fubdue, 
•Supported  by  an  inconfiderate  Few ; 

How  much  they  err’d,  how  much  the  Patriot  flione. 
His  Enemies  with  great  Reluitance  own, 

’Twas  then  who  long  unruffled  and  unmov’d. 

Had  heard  himfelf  afpers’d,  was  guiltlefs  prov’d ; 

His  Conduit  was  admir’d,  their  Malice  fail’d. 

And  Innocence  o’re  all  their  Arts  prevail’d ; 

Exalted  Worth,  exalted  Station  keeps. 

And  Envy  conquer’d  and  confounded  fleeps. 

*  t'rr  *\  '  .  -r. 

*!  '  •  f 


E  i  , 


THE 


(  3s  ) 


THE 

TROJAN  s  Diftrefs  : 

A  New  BALLAD; 


Taken  from  CoSTON’s  Virgil  Travifty. 
Tune  of.  The  Abbot  of  Canterbury* 


E  Lads  and  ye  Laffes  attend  to  my  Ditty, 

I’m  fure  it  will  caufe  either  Laughter  or  Pity, 

To  hear  how  a  Whipfter  was  ferv’d,  that  for  Pelf 
W  ould  have  ruin'd  much  honefter  Men  than  himfelf. 

Down  derry  down>  &c- 

Gaffer  VIRGIL  that  crabbed  and  Latin  old  Poet^ 

r  \  7  *  *  t  *  •'Tr.  • .  •  J  ,  f  .  Y 

Had  he  wrote  it  in  TLnglifo  I  better  ftiould  know  it, 

Tells  a  Tale  how  fome  Blades  of  fimous  Troy  Town., 

:  -  t  • 

Were  horribly  plagu'd  and  aim  oft  overthrown, 

^  -  * 

TAerry  down,  &c. 

In  a  Veffel  fo  finart,  fo  trim  and  fo  tire. 

With  Guns  ’fore  and  aft  in  Cafe  of  a  Fight, 

There 
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There  *  Robin  /Eneas  and  others  were  got, 

To  tell  you  their  Scheme  it  mattereth  not, 

Derry  down,  &c. 

Many  Days  they  went  on  with  a  moderate  Gale, 

*  *;•  • 

Juft  enough  to  d^-oj^ate  the  Ufe  of  a  Sail, 

They  had  a  Commander  foo  good  and  fo  flout. 

And  politick  Robin  he  kept  a  Look  out, 

Terry  down^  &c* 

Now  a  grumbling  Fellow  they  call’d  f  dEchisy 
Who  made  it  his  Work  to  put  Seas  in  a  Fufs, 

One  Day  when  the  Trojans  were  thinking  no  Harm,. 

The  Fillies  at  eafe  and  the  Water  fo  calm, 

f Derry  downy  &c0 

This  whimfical  Whelp,  to  go  on  with  my  Tale, 

With  whom,  when  in  Wrath,  no  Words  could  prevail. 

Turn  d  himfelf  to  the  windward  and  gave  fuch  a  Biaft,, 

You’d  have  fwore  by  the  Thunder  that  Day  was  the  laft, 

Terry  downy  &c* 

Now  mod  Folks  imagine  a  jealous  old  Witch, 

Of  her  Fnend  dEdus  this  Boon  did  befeech^ 

J a  /'  L  ;  -  w ho 


\ 


*  sE  ieas's  firtt  'Name  was  Robin, & fome  Antiquarie*  ftoinfe, 
■J  Guu  ot  die  Winds, 


C  38  ) 

Who  to  plague  the  poor  Trojans  malicioufly  ftrove, 

Becaufe  fhe  perceiv’d  they  were  favour’d  by  Jove. 

Terry  down ,  8cc. 

And  who  flhou’d  this  be,  but  one  I  and  you  know, 

A  fpiteful  old  Slut,  and  they  call  her^J^fe  *  Juno , 

A  Jade  that  was  us’d  to  lye  and  cajole, 

Who  in  flattering  Terms  thus  accofled  ALol. 

*’  Terry  down ,  &c. 

Accept  my  beft  Thanks,  moft  thund’ring  Sir, 

That  at  my  Requeft  your  great  Self  you’d  beflir ; 

With  Places  and  Profits  your  Deeds  i’ll  requite. 

And  a  clever  Tlnmp  Girl  I  will  fend  you  at  Night. 

Terry  down ,  &c* 

Oh,  your  Servant,  quoth  JEol ,  there  needeth  no  Pains, 

To  excite  my  beft  Skill  when  there’s  Profped  of  Gains  > 

And  as  for  the  Girl,  ’tis  a  Favour  you’ve  fliewn. 

But  of  Work  of  that  Sort,  I’ve  enough  of  my  own. 

Terry  down>  &eB 

'  ►  *  '  to  *  >1  _  A,  »  ,  ,  ,  1 

But  if  youd  oblige  me,  pray  haften  to  Jove> 

And  tell  him  I  want  to  be  ruling  above  : 

%  •  /• « 

r  '  Pray 

!  .  M||  f|„  -  ■  r  r  .  .  ■  .  .  c  ( 

*  K  I 

*  Put  in  this  Ballad  for  Envy. 


I;  •  C  39  ) 

Phiy  hint  how  long  I  have  been  in  Difgrace, 

And,  depend  on’t,  I’ll  fcoid  myfelf  into  a  Place, 

Derry  down,  &c„ 

Your  Service,  faid  fhe,  with  much  Pleafure  is  feen, 
r  How  loyal,  and  what  a  great  Craftfman  you’ve  been  ,• 

And,  alack,  when  it  comes  to  be  known  to  the  King, 

You’ll  carry  the  World  (as  you  ought)  in  a  String, 

Derry  downy  &c* 

I  wonder  not,  Sir,  you  have  been  in  fuch  Dudgeon 
When  Bob\  made  a  Whale  arid  you  a  meer  Gudgeon ; 

But  now  it  is  over,  I  faw  their  Barque  tod, 

And,  i’ll  warrant,  by  this  Time,  he’s  certainly  loft, 

Derry  down ,  &c* 

But  Bi  by  who  now  had  ho  go’nt  to  dye  Martyr, 

*  And  yet  very  loath  to  ask  ALol  for  Quarter,, 

Couragioufly  faid,  Let  the  Blufterer  huff,’ 

He  can  do  me  no  Hurt,  I  have  Sea- Room  enough, 

Deny  downy 

Let  happen  what  will,  I’ll  ne’er  dip  in  tbe  r  Difh, 

Than  follow  their  Schemes  I’d  rather  feed  Fifh  $ 

On  Jove  I  depend,,  the  beft  Judge  w7hat  L  do. 

So  he  ftill  made  his  W ay,  though  aimoft  Gunnel  to, 

Derry  downy  &e* 


; 

(  40  )  I 

T  * 

Iii  Dangers  wou’  d  make  other  Hearts  for  to  fail  $ 

Yet  Robin  ne’er  took  in  one  Reef  of  his  Sail : 

No  Favour  he  ask’d. from  Madam  Juno , 

Or  her  bullying  Heroe  to  give  him  a  Tow5 

Derry  down,  &c. 

Abus’d  and  provok’d,  and  mod  horribly  fous’d, 

And  by  ev’ry  Wave  mod  damnably  dous’d  $ 

Yet  Rob  in  all  this  no  Courage  did  lack ; 

Sure  none  but  himfeif  cou  d  have  kept  upon  Deck, 

Derry  down ,  &c. 

Notwithdanding  this  Rout  in  the  wat  ry  Realm,  * 

He  continu’d  his  Watch  and  his  Seat  at  the  Helm  ; 

•  $ 

And  his  Caufe  being  good,  and  his  Skill  great  at  Oar, 

He  conquer’d  his  Foes  and  got  fafe  under  Shore, 

Derry  down ,  &c. 

Great  *  Neptune  awak’d  at  thefe  horrid  Alarms, 

Cry’d,  What  is  it  put  my  Dominion  in  Arms  ? 

JEol \  to  whom  fuch  a  Polt  he  did  hit. 

That  he  fent  him  at  once  to  the  bottomlefs  Pit, 

Derry  down ,  &c. 

\  ;  ;  ?  Thus 

. — -»*•■  + —  1  - . .  .....  .  ■■■■-. 


Thus  quickly  the  Winds  and  the  Waves  were  appeas’d 
Friend  Hob  was  quite  fafe  and  his  Comrades  well  pleas’d. 
Who  cenfures  my  Ballad,  I  value  it  not, 

’Tis  an  old  Woman’s  Malice,  an  old  Woman’s  Plot, 

Derry  dcwn3  &c. 


A  N 

HUMBLE  PETITION. 

O  S  T  humbly  may  it  pleafe  your  Honour, 

To  lay  your  great  Affairs  by,  one  Hour 
Or  not  fo  long  ;  and  read  Petition 
Of  one  in  very  bad  Condition  ; 

Reduc’d  by  flrange  unlucky  Hits 
To  live  entirely  by  his  Wits. 

It*  humbly  {hews,  that  I  was  bred 
(’Fore  fcribbling  came  into  my  Head  ) 

A  Member  of  that  learn’d  Profeflion,  >  ^ 

Which  gets  and  turns  out  of  Poffeffion. 


F 


Now 


Now  whether  5twas  too  Iharp  for  me. 

Or  I  too  much  Stupidity, 

And  could  not  undergo  the  Hardiliip,* 
lint  fo  it  isy  may  t  pleaje  your  Lordjhip 
Having  no  great  Capacity 
To  follow  it,  it  follows  me  : 

I  mean  not  to  myfelf  Reproach,. 

For  I  am  honeft  as  a  Roach  ; 

Only  a  little  out  at  Heel 
Which  makes  me  the  Laws  Talons  feel 
For  where  it  is  not  to  be  had 
Who  pays  not,  can’t  be  reckon’d  bad  j 
And  its  ftrifl  Rules  wou’d  have  me  pay. 
Without  once  dilating  a  Way. 

I’m  very  fure  no  Man  of  Fafhion, 

Can  have  a  jnfter  Inclination  j 
And  if  it  was  but  in  my  Power, 

I’d  pay  my  Debts  this  very  Hour  , 

But  what’s  all  this  you’l  fay  to  you, 

And  what  can  I  want  you  to  do ; 

Indeed  go«d  Sir,  I’ve  no  Pretence 

<To  ask,  nor  do  I  crave  your  Pence ; 

) 


But  if  my  Meaning  you  wou  a  trace. 

My  Thoughts  were  on  a  little  Place, 

9  f 

Bolder  and  bolder,  ftill  quoth  you. 

Why  is  that  Work  for  me  to  do? 

—  *  9  •  9  • 

Who  recommends  perhaps  you’l  fay, 

How  come  you  ftrolling,  Friend,  my  Way  ? 
Why  truly.  Sir,  when  Money's  gone, 

’Tis  hard  to  find  a  Friend  in  Town, 

And  of  the  many  I  have .  treated, 

T  *  ’  •  -  *  f  '  -r. 

(And  fooliflily  my  felf  have  cheated) 

There’s  hardly  left  one  to  advife, 

.  »  ’*■>  *  f  J  f  f:  #  r 

But  each  one  pulls  off  his  Difguifey 
And  bafely  now  they’ve  all  deferted. 

And  with  my  Fortune  are  departed. 

Oh  had  you  feen  the  noble  Rout, 

And  how  my  Corks  have  flewfiabout, 

c  •  '  ,  •  >  . . ,  - . 

You’d  then  have  thought  l  ad  many  a  Friend 

*  f 

^  r  t  ''tr*  t  ■  r '  f  ;  *  \ 

To  ferve  me,  or  to  recommend. 

But  it  remains  as  ’tis  my  due. 

To  tell  you  why  I  trouble  you, 

■  -r  ;r  ■  :  „ 

Indeed  I  cannot  plead  defert 

“  4  r  t  \  t 

r  \  -  • 

To  get  a  Boon  or  win  your  Heart, 


Nor  can  I  boaft  of  a  Behaviour* 

Might  recommend  me  to  your  Favour, 
But  all  that  I  wou’d  have  you  know 
Is  that  about  a  Year  ago,  ^  ...  , 

A  Sett  of  grumbling,  wicked  Men, 
With  lying  Tongues  and  bolder  Pen, 
Abus’d  the  Miniftry  and  You,  * 

And  Rail’d  where  great  Applaufe  was 
A  Pack  of  Tory  Rory  Fools* 

And  wretched  Party-colour’d  Tools, 
Ungratefully  to  raife  Debate, 

Again  ft  the  Men  that  fav*d  their  State 
They  fay  this  Mifchief  was  began, 

f  ■  ~  J-  v  v  . 

By  a  once  honeft  Sort  of  Man, 

*  *  -  *  l  s  ./ '  ...  * 

But  now  a  fpiteful,  felf-will’d  Lout 
Turn’d  Patriot,  became  turn’d  out  j 

(d  -  •  -  -  ^  ix  W  i  Jr}  A  i 

Patriot;  did  I  deign  to  fay  ? 

^  p  J 

For  the  Mifdomer,  Pardon  pray. 

Who  bids  a  Government  Defyance, 

^  J  ;  t  >  ^ 

Gets  into  a  new  and  Allyance, 

**  .  " 

For  fuch  a  Name  muft  want  Defert, 
Nor  has  his  Country’s  Good  at  Heart 

.  > "  * 

/  •/* 


But  all  his  Malice  comes,  it  feems. 

From  Difappointment  of  his  Schemes, 

For  thofe  who  do  his  Windings  trace. 

Tell  me  he  wants  your  Honour’s  Place, 

That  he’ll  abufe  who  rules  the  Roaft, 

Until  he  gets  the  higheft  Pofl: ; 

What  ftrange  Chimera’s  fill  a  Head, 

Wherein  no  Store  of  Brains  is  laid  ! 

Or  that  this  foolifli  Pamphletere, 

Shou’d  aim  at  Things  above  his  Sphere, 

Like  Phaeton  indeed  he  braggs. 

That  he  could  drive  great  Phoebus  Naggs; 
But  if  the  Bungler  fhould  be  try’d 
Each  Mother’s  Son  wou’d  foon  be  fry’d, 

’Tis  plain  great  Power  and  Wealth  he  *mafs  up. 
But  as  a  Monkey  in  a  Glafs  Shop, 

i 

Experimentally  is  known,  / 

To  fpoil  and  throw  the  Gimcracks  down  $ 

So  fuch  a  Creature  at  the  Helm 
Would  overturn  our  happy  Realm, 

But  if  they  do  not  hold  their  Peaces 
And  let  their  Witicifms  ceafe. 


k.L  C 


to** 


The  Crafty  Gang  may  come,  pray  fear  not,. 
To  wear  themfelves  that  pretty  Ear-Knot > 
Which  once  a  Month’s  the  noted  Drefs, 
And  Ornament  of  Newgate’s  Gueft, 

But,  Sir,  to  come  again  to  you, 

’Bout  whom  they  make  fo  much  to  do, 
Whofe  Virtue  has  like  yours  been  prov’d, 

In  greateft  Storms  will  (land  unmov’d  ; 

And  with  fubmiflion  to  the  Craftfman , 

He’i  but  an  injudicious  Draughtfman, 

That  wou’d  pull  down  a  noble  Seat, 

Quite  firm  and  every  way  compleat; 

And  after  all  the  mighty  Pother, 

Can’t  for  his  Life  raife  fuch  another. 

Your  Honour’s  not  a  Pin  the  worfe 
For  all  their  Billingjgate  Difcourfe, 

Which  like  the  Brewer’s  Mild  and  Stale, 

On  the  Mob  only  can  prevail. 

Who  with  the  foggy  Stuff  grown  mellow. 
Call  his  Worfhip  pretty  Fellow ; 

And  fwear  by  Gad  they’l  ftir  their  Stumps, 
To  down  with  L— d  M—s  and  with  Rumps? 


Such  are  the  Jokes  and  muddy  Strains 

Of  our  Town  Cattle,  fed  with  Grains, 

Now  you  mnft  know  in  your  Defence 

(I  beg  to  fpeak  my  whole  Pretence) 

My  Mufe  and  I  took  mighty  Pains, 

To  call  your  Enemies  fome  Names, 

And  had  we  had  Ability, 

Had  match’d  them  in  Scurrility : 

•* 

No  Fee  I  ask’d,  no  Fee  I  met. 

For  I  was  then  quite  out  of  Debt, 

Weak  the  Afiault,  weak  my  EBay, 
8Twas  all  the  Duty  I  cou’d  pay. 

And  if  I  did’nt  them  defeat 
Moft  noble  Sir,  it  was  a  Treat, 

For  which  I  ne’er  had  ask’d  Reward, 

Or  fought  your  Honour’s  great  Regard; 
But  that  I  am  in  Fortune  ftinted. 

As  once  before  Sir  I  have  hinted ; 

Oh  that  I  had  what  now  I  lack. 

Or  once  a  Week  cou’d  ufe  my  Jack, 

I’d  Gratis  pepper  thefe  Trapanners, 

And  teach  the  Ragamuffians  Manners.; 


But  as  it  i sy  conclude  they!  bawl. 

And  fay  I’m  brib’d  and  Deel  an  all. 

The  Matter  I  have  throughly  weigh’d, 

And  am  not  in  the  leaft  difmay’d ; 

Nor  need  the  Jufieft  be  ailiam’d, 

Howe’re  by  faucy  Scribblers  blam’d. 

To  give  a  Praife  where  Praife  is  due, 

Tho’  they  fhould  gain  what  I  wou’d  do. 
If  a  Man  meets  no  great  ill  will. 

That  is  preferr’d  for  doing  ill. 

He  Vice  Vcrfd  muft  excel. 

That’s  only  paid  for  doing  well; 

And  that  Orange  Folks  did  oft  prevail 
In  Days  of  Yore,  obferve  my  Tale. 

Once  on  a  Time  a  noted  Bard, 

Who  ftarving  thought’t  moft  wondrous  hard, 
Poorer  in  Pocket  than  in  Spirit, 

And  more  than  Wit  but  little  Merit, 

In  very  difmal  mournful  Strain, 

Thus  of  his  Hardfhips  did  complain, 

That  kneel  he  cou’d  not  without  haflock. 
Or  but  with  Pence  buy  Gown  and  Caffock ; 


And  People  were  fo  prone  to  Sin; 

Nof  ragged  Prieft  coul'd  Favour  win; 
Neither  (as  true  as  he  was  Sinner, ) 

Could  Courtiers  Word  procure  a  Dinner, 
And  often  in  fuch  Times  as  thefe. 

Had  ftrove  to  pawn  great  Promises  ; 
But  no  one  e’er  would  take  them  in. 

But  faid  they  were  not  worth  a  Pin  j 
Then  cry’d,  a  Word  before  you  go , 

’T/s  well  if  you  don't  find  it  fo j 
And  thus  the  Rogues  with  one  accord. 
Began  t’  abufe  a  noble  Lord, 

Of  Plaints  like  thefe  he  rung  a  Parly, 

In  his  Friend’s  Ears,  and  chiefly  H  ■  — 
And  them  molt  humbly  befought. 

He  might  be  fed  as  well  as  taught ; 

Thus  with  continual  Prayers  and  Teafing, 

V'  f  ,  /  '  -  **  '  f  f> 

His  Wit  and  Jokes  were  likewife  pleafing,’ 
They  in  his  favour  pray’d  the  Q.-—* 

To  make  his  Reverence  a  D — , 

Which  was  no  fooner  ask’d  than  granted. 
And  the  fly  Cur  .  what  he  wanted,- 
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And  now,  great  Sir,  I  end  my  Rime/  ,  '  . 

Nor  longer  take  up  precious  Time,  -  J  h:,.  •; 

Only  beg  leave  to  wiih  you  Health,?  i  ••  ■ 

Increafe  of  Glory  and  of  Wealth,-1  -  :  AvnvO  *  hi  A> 
And  that,  as  I  have  pray’d  -before 

You’l  look^one.  I’ll  fay’t  mo*  more;  ^  ;  f  .  ...  A 


tjo  c  o  c;t 
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Did  Men  but  knowciwbat  dilmaUFear%7 
Attend  us  fcribbling  Garreteers,  7/  -7  -  .  : 

Unmov’d  fo  many  would"  not  pafs  us,rrv  A7  7- - 
*fis  very  cold  upon  Tarnaffu's,  A  ./A:  ;  :  T? 

And  I  for  ought  I  know  -  may  Tafve  on’r3 
Who  am  your  mod  Obedient  -Servant ;  n  f  •  k  r 

Or  as*tis ^ proper er  m  fay£i  oA;  7  A! 

jftid  yctir  ^Petitioner  jh'alt  pray y 
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CLARUS  and  CLARINDA. 


___  *  r  ^  T  .  V  m 

F  there’s  a  Mufe  that  can  Infpire  a  Verfe, 

Which  matchlefs Xove  and  Virtue  wou’d  rehdarfe,, 
*  * 

f'  r‘  '•■*'>  f*p\r!4  r\  f  -  'l 

The  tuneful  Bard  her  mighty  Aid  implores,,. 


r  •  t  -  -  r 
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,  Kr  J  r-- 

To  welcome  Clams  to  our  Albion  SfiSres 
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.. 
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But 


C' 
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Bat  let  mefirfl:  your  nobleft  Paffions  move,  m  •  r-.. '  - 

V 

And  tell  at  once  how  Love  and  Honour  ftrove *; 

Long  had  the  World  been  free  from  Wars  Alarms,  \  \  J 
And  Soldiers  weary ’d -with  difufe  of  Arms: 

When  haughty  Spaniards  with  Imperial  Voice, 

Rous’d  aftive  "Britons  with  their  warlike  Noife, 


With  joy  they  hear  the  i  Trumpets  martial . .  found,-:  .r-.1  •  / 

And  Clams  ’mongft  the  foremoft  Chiefs  is  found* 

The  valient  Clams  longs  to  charge  the  Hoft, 

And  his  King  gave  him  a  fuperior  Poll ;  ‘ 

But  oh  !  what  Joy,  what  Tranfport  cou’d  it  give 
To  her  that  only  cou’d  in  Clams  live? 

’Twas  now  Clarindds  tender  Soul  was  mov’d. 


At  the  juft  Fear  of  lofing  him  llie  lov’d, 

t 

A  Lofs  to  her  cou’d  never  be  repaid. 

The  Swain  by  Nature  form’d  for  fuch  a  Maid* 

At  laft  thro’  heaving  Sighs,  AVords  broke  their  way,- 
And  thus  the  charming  Nymph  was  heard  to  fay. 

Can  he  who  lately  [wore  for  me  Toed  dye , 

0  1  •  *  '  v  v  e 

Tor  me  refnfe  to  live  now  "Death  is  id 


*  *  - 

J  «  •••.  Jsi  £  V  ■.  >.  v  4  •*  „■  Q, 
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Ulyfles  in  feign  d  Madnefs  did  appear 
(  No  artful  Palamedes  now  is  here ) 

;  ,VJ  G  2  And 


And  the  great  Conqueror  that  Thetis  lore. 

To  keep  at  home,  a  Womans  Garment  wore ; 

Let  them  for  once  your  great  Examples  be. 

And  Jhew  Mankind  what  you  can  do  for  me . 

v  Clarus  who  felt  the  ftrugling  of  her  Breaft, 

And  was  with  fympathetick  Grief  oppreft. 

Th’  obliging  Swain  that  always  took  fueh  Care,, 
Never  to  contradid  or  thwart  the  Fair  y 
Now  muft  deny  what  Hie  in  vain  muft  ask* 

By  Honour  forc’d  to  the  uneafy  Task,. 

I  know,  fays  he,  what  Garb  Achylles  wore , 

For  dear  Clarinda  1  coiid  do  much  more % 

Do  all  but  this,  but  were  we  not  to  party 
The  World woiid  fay,  I  wear  a  Womans  Heart, 
Relieve  me,  whiljl  my  Purpofe  I  purfue, 

1  breath  no  Life  that  1  dont  breath  for  you , 
Sut  can  a  Man,  bred  up  to  Feats  of  Arms 
Form  any  juft  Excufe  in  thefe  Alarms  ; 

Shoiid  Woman,  tho%  the  fair  eft  eer  made. 

Detain  the  Soldier  from  his  Country  s  Aid  ? 
That  from  his  Duty  now  he  coiid  not  ft  ay,. 

Gave  her  to  Heaven’s  Care  and  takes  his  way,. 
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Ov  rwhehn  d  with  Sorrow  poor  Clarinda  lies, 

And  fpoke  her  Anguifh  with  her  dreaming  Eyes. 

Not  many  Months  his  Abfence  thus  Ihe  mourn’d. 
But  to  his  dear  Clarenda  he  return’d; 

Bleft  be  the  Winds,  for  ever  bleit  the  Main* 

That  gave  him  to  Clarinda s  Arms  again. 

Safe  from  the  Danger  of  a  threatning  War 
Which  drove  him  from  her  lovely  Charms  fo  far. 

Happy  the  Grief  which  happily  thus  ends. 

And'  gives  for  parting  fuch  a  large  Amends- 


O  N 


CLARINDA, 

Who  died  foon  after  of  the  Sm  ALL-POX- 

H  A  T !.  is  Ihe  gone  ?  mull  bright  Clarinda  ruft  ct 
Muft  fo  much  Beauty  be  obfcur’d  in  Dull 
Alas  too  true  1  Ihe  takes  her  final  Sleep,, 

And  C  LA  RU  S  and  the  World  can  only  weep. 

>  '  •  ^  ' i  ' * ’  ’  * 

Who  turns  his  Eyes  on  fair  CLARINDA' s  Urn, 

%  >  '  /  7 

And  does  not  fuch  a  charming  Creature  mourn  l 
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Whether  we  view’d  her  in  her  Virgin  State* 

Or  when  ilie  was  her  Husband’s  happy  Fate ; 

In  both  ilie  pleas’d*  nor  ever  gave  Offence* 

Butin  fraiFNature  kept  her  Innocence; 

No  Tongue  cou’d  e’re  reproach  the  virtuous  Maid. * 

Or  the  inimitable  Wife  upbraid  ; 

In  vain  we  wifli  ilie  had  retain’d  her  Breath, 

In  vain  that  Heav’n  had  kept  off  cruel  Death  ; 

’Twas  only  Death  we  fear’d*  not  the  Difeafe, 

CL  A  R  I N  D  A  ne’er  cou’d  want  the  Power  to  pleafe* 
"No  fpiteful  Pitts  could  take  thofe  Eyes  away* 

Thofe  lovely  Eyes  that  never  look’d  aft  ray* 

But  for  her  C  L  ARU  S  always  kept  their  Ray, 

Why  iliou’d  fuch  beautious  Subftance  turn  to  fhade  / 

1  *•  *•  '  *“  *“  •*  Sk  V  ^  V_.T 

Or  why  ihou’d  Nature’s  Debt  fo  foon  be  paid  ? 

But  he  that  made  us  may  deftroy  or  fave, 

T  \  *  t  \  *  r  \  'X  4  ■  f  L  ...  *  *  „  *  •  #  ‘  *  *•  y  y  n  g- - 

And  furely  He  may  take  away  that  gave ; 

*  •  f  ‘  .  r>* '  ''i  *  *7 '  f  r  *  c*  r'  *  F  it  I  . »  l  / 

Yet  fuch  a  Lofs*  ’tis  pious  to  deplore* 

And  who  can  help  lamenting*  file’s  no  more? 

.A  rj:'<\  '  '  i  ■'*  -  v..  T.’tx  * 

What  earthly  Blifs  can  fuch  a  Blow  relieve  *• 

*  X-  •  . 

Or  when  will  conftant  Clams  ceafe  to  grieve  ? 
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Diftrefs 
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k  %»»«•  p  f  » 

Di  ft  refs  like  his,  no  mournful  Mufe  can  paint. 

And  all  Defcriptions  wou’d  be  much  too  faint, 

/  *  ♦  f  *  \'  ■  m  f  /Y  'S  ^  *  f \ 

This  Beauty  turn’d  to  mould’ring  lifelefs  Clay 
Once  like  the  chearful  Morn  drove  Night  away, 

C  »  i 

And  whilft:  fhe  fihone  it  was  continual  Day  ; 

t 

But  here  the  Thread  was  fpun  too  fine  to  laft, 

.  And  when  fihe  difappear’d,  it  overcaft. 
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N  human  Souls  a  Tendernefs  appears. 

The  charitable  Man  the  wretched  chears,. 
And  at  his  hofpitable  Gate  is  feen. 
Afflicted  Suppliants  with  humble  Mien,. 

Whofe  meagre  Form  and  trembling.  Hands  create, 

A  juft:  Sufpicion  of  their  difmal  Fate,. 

The  piercing  Sight  his  kind  Companion  movesy 
Their  Poverty  his  tender  Nature  proves. 


The  Wretched  always  meet  his  kind  Regard, 
And  Heav’n  doubtlefs,  will  the  Deed  reward. 
At  the  laft  Day  of  Reckoning  (  dreadful  Day  ) 
When  undifguis’d,  our  Deeds  will  open  lay. 
When  we  muft  give  up  Nature’s  fad  Account, 
And  leave  our  God  to  judge  of  the  Amount, 
Then  Jlaall  the  Poor,  before  that  awful  Throne, 
By  him  reliev’d,  the  glorions  A&ion  own, 

And  give  in  Evidence  what  Good  h’as  done. 

If  Avarice  in  Scripture  is  forbid. 

And  many  Faults  in  Charity  are  hid. 

Obedient  then  to  Heaven’s  chief  Command, 

Of  other  Crimes  he  will  acquitted  ftand* 

But  he  that  wou’d  in  Charity  excel, 

Shou’d  in  that  Charity  diftinguifli  well. 

Nor  carry  it  to  an  improper  Height, 

But  always  place  his  Benefa&ions  right. 

Merit  oppreft  fhou’d  fee  with  pitying  Eyes, 

But  hateful  Vice  in  every  Shape  defpife. 

Adorn’d  in  Velvet,  or  in  Sackcloath  cloath’d. 

By  righteous  Perfons,  wicked  Men  are  loath’d. 


Their  Bounties  to  the  Good  alone  extend, 

Nor  by  encouraging  the  Bad  offend. 

» 

Good  Men,  whilft  living,  do  their  Alms  beftow. 
And  fee  themfelves  the  Plants  they  water,  grow. 
Know  that  the  Poor  are  by  their  Means  reliev’d 
Nor  by  Truftees  or  'Villains  are  deceiv’d. 

Some  with  their  Riches  part  not  but  with  Breath 
And  into  Charity  are  fear’d  by  Death, 

Then  turn  their  languid,  but  once  fcornful  Eyes, 

On  thofe  poor  Obje&s  they  in  Health  defpife, 

Beftow  on  charitable  Piles  their  Store, 

Becaufe  they  can  enjoy  the  Drofs  no  more, 

Tho’  Golden  Letters  tell  the  Donor’s  Name, 

And  learn’d  Infcriptions  do  the  Deed  proclaim, 

’Tis  all  but  Pageantry  and  empty  Fame. 

Nor  do  fuch  A<fts  much  Reputation  raife. 

And  flattering  Marble  only  gives  them  Praife; 

O  think  betimes,  to  Charity  incline. 

Know  that  the  Poor  in  Heav’n  like  you  will  fiiine. 
Out  of  your  darling  Riches  fomewhat  fpare, 

$.nd  make  Diftrefs  and  Mifery  your  Qzvq* 


(  58  ) 


JOB  XIV.  to  Verse  14. 


A  N  a  fhort  Term  his  wife  Creator  gives. 
And  that  in  much  Anxiety  he  lives. 

Never  continues  in  a  fettled  Stay, 

But  like  a  Flow’r  comes  up  and  doth  decay. 

And  as  the  tranftent  Shadow  fleeth  away. 

So  frail  a  Creature  can  ft  thou  deign  to  fee. 

And  into  Judgment  bring  the  Thing  with  thee. 

From  what’s  unclean  can  ought  that’s  clean  proceed  ? 

p  *  * 

Or  who  that’s  mortal  can  perform  the  Deed  ? 

As  all  his  Days  determin’d  are  by  Thee  ? 

By  Thee  the  Number  of  his  Months  we  fee. 

Beyond  the  Bounds  thou  fet’t  he  cannot  flee. 

Turn  from  the  Hireling  then  and  eafe  his  Breaft, 

And  when  his  Day’s  accomplifht,  let  him  reft. 

If  once  a.Tree’s  cut  down  this  Hope  remains. 

That  with  thy  Dew  and  thy  refreshing  Rains^. 


/  \ 


*  * 
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Again  ’twill  fprout,  again  it  will  increafe. 

Nor  will  its  tender  Branches  ever  ceafe  ; 

And  tho’  its  Root  grows  antient  in  the  Ground, 

Or  its  decaying  Stock  can  ne’er  be  found. 

Yet  the  Tree  buds  again,  again  it  grows. 

And  like  a  Plant  again  it  brings  forth  Boughs, 

Man  dies,  is  feen  no  more,  his  Days  are  pad. 

And  who  can  find  him  when  has  breath’d  his  lad ? 

As  Waters  taking  from  the  Sea  their  Way, 

Suddenly  fail,  depending  Floods  decay. 

So  when  Man  falls,  till  the  lad  Day  he  lies. 

And  Death,  ’till  Heaven’s  no  more,  fhall  clofe  his  Eyes* 

None  from  his  diifty  Bed  the  Wretch  can  take, 

. 

Or  from  that  fatal,  dreadful  Sleep  awake. 

Oh  that  the  Sinner  in  the  Grave  thou’ft  hide,  ^ 

For  who,  thy  fearful  Anger  can  abide? 

Till  that  is  pad,  let  none  thy  Creature  fee, 

v-  11  • 

But  fet  a  Time,  O  Lord,  and  think  on  me.' 

If  a  Man  die,  what !  fhall  he  live  again. 

Oh  no !  the  inconfiderate  Thought  is  vain. 

With  Patience  till  my  Change  fhall  come,  I’ll  wait, 
’Till  my  Creator’s  pleas’d  to  fix  my  Fate. 

H  2 
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Mrs.  Gertrude  Byrch. 

HAT  can  gay  Beauties  carelefly  pafs  by  ? 

‘  ‘  ...  .  i  *  r 

Nor  flop  and  give  the  charming  Birch  a  Sigh. 
Know  that  the  Power  which  (hatch’d  a  Birch  away* 
Can  turn  the  brighteft  of  you  all  to  Clay. 

However  fair,  however  form’d  to  pleafe. 

The  heedlefs  Skeleton  will  rudely  feize  : 

Confine  each  Nymph  for  the  appointed  Space, 

Till  Heav’n  releafes  with  an  Aft  of  Grace 
Then  fcatter’d  Atoms  fhall  again  unite. 

And  mould  ring  Beauties  fliall  review  the  Light; 

%irch  ilrall  in  Heav’n  put  on  again  her  Air, 

+  •  r  '  *  ;  t  **>  *  /•' .  ;  •  ;  1  ,  .  *  f?\  *  .  ,  "  r 

And  thofe  fine  Eyes  refume  their  Brightnefs  there. 


m 
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On  her  Sister  Mifs  PECK \ 

f  f*  •  *  ?  •  r.  »  *  y  y 

Who  Died  foon  after. 


L  AS,  what  valuable  Breath  is  fled. 

And  flie  whofe  Looks  gave  Life  herfelf  lies  dead ; 
’Twas  hard  her  Sentence  flhould  fo  foon  be  paft5 
Or,  that  a  Bud  fo  beautiful  fliould  blaft. 

‘  •:  '  '  ^ 

-  »  • 

Better  a  matchlefs  fair  one  ne’er  had  birth, 

5  b 

Than  in  her  Bloom  fhe  Ihou’d  return  to  Earth  $ 

Whether  the  Beauties  of  a  Mind  we  trace^ 

Or  the  Perfe&ions  of  a  faultlefs  Face. 

A  Tech  we  view’d  in  every  Way  compleat. 

And  who  that  knew  her  mourns  not  her  retreat  > 

As  her  immortal  Spirit  foars  on  high, 

jj  f  ^  ...»  J  rn  M-  1  4 

And  graces  with  her  Form  th’exulting  Sky, 

Heav’n  widely  fpreads  its  Clouds  to  catch  the  Maid, 

And  feems  delighted  with  fo  fine  a  Shade, 
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Oil  finding aMAGGOTina Nut-ftiell. 

H,  little  creeping  pretty  Vermin, 

Whofe  Station  I  cou’d  wiili  my  Fate, 

Your  Skin  as  fleek  and  foft  as  E rmin^ 

Declares  your  eafy  happy  State. 

You  ne’er  complain  your  Bounds  are  narrow. 

Lord  of  the  Nutfhel  you  command  ,* 

Where  better  Food  you  find  than  Marrow, 

Beflow’d  by  Nature’s  bounteous  Hand. 

•  T 

Nor  can  you  fay  Provifion’s  fcanty, 

Tho’  but  a  fingle  Difii  of  Meat ; 

Nor  Lords  or  Dukes  arnidft  their  Plenty 
Half  fo  elegantly  eat. 

Yet  Maggots  I  have  feen  of  Pleafure, 

Willing  a  gayer  Life  to  lead, 

Forfake  this  eftimable  Treafure, 

*  .  i  i  >  * . 

R 

And  rove  into  a  Lady’s  Head. 

/ 

And  as  in  Nutfliells  the  wife  Creatures, 

The  beft  and  faireil  Kernells  taint  ,• 

« 

Here  prey  on  Girls  of  fineft  Features, 

And  make  a  Devil  of  a  Saint. 

*4 

f 


,y-  \ 


The 


'  The  little  winding  wicked  Infeft, 

!  No  fooner’s  lodg’d  in  Mifs’s  Scull  ; 

But  ftrait  he  does  the  fair  One  infeft, 

1  And  Cloe  grows  molt  fanciful. 

With  this  nor  that  me  is  contented. 

To  Day  fhe  loves,  to  Morrow  hates  > 
Poor  Girls  are  much  to  be  lamented, 

•  »  t  r  y  f 

When  Maggots  get  into  their  Pates. 
'Mam-ma  perceives  her  Daughter’s  failing. 
And  chides  the  Girl  in  huffing  Strains ; 


But  no  Reproof  can  be  prevailing, 

Whilft  Maggots  feed  on  Cloes  Brains. 


O  N  A 


C  R  I  T  I  C  K. 

H,  why  has  M<svius  fo  much  Wit, 

A  Tafte  fo  wond’rous  fine. 

That  nothing  can  his  Fancy  hit. 

Like  Homer  doth  not  fihine. 

Or,  why  with  Scorn  fihould  Maevius  look 
Upon  an  Author’s  Deed  ; 

Becaufe  it  foars  not  like  a  Book 
Himfelf  can  hardly  read.  When 


(  «4  ) 

-  \ 

When  with  a  Judgment  moft  profound,, 

H’as  met  a  mighty  Fault, 

In  probing  where  he  makes  the  Wound, 

A  ftupid  Wretch  he’s  thought. 

If  much  he  hates  a  fcribbling  Spark, 

He  writes  and  calls  him  Names  ; 

But  foon  his  foolifh  dull  Remark, 

Kindles  and  Ends  in  Flames. 

And  yet  the  Critick  vainly  fays. 

I’ve  fatisfy’d  the  Town, 

But  oh!  He  meets  inftead  of  Praife,  . 

From  all  an  angry  Frown  $ 

So  when  a  mongril  Cur  of  Fire, 

Has  bark’d  at  Horfes  Feet, 

With  joy  he  runs  to  rural  ’Squire,  • 
with  the  noble  Feat. 

There  ftill  remains  a  warlike  Noife, 

His  rage  a  growling  leaves; 

When  a  great  Kick,  (  Oh  fad  applaufe  l ) 

Of  Paffion *  *  Spot  bereaves* 

...  . 

—  -  -  •  '■  -  '  'I  - . . . I  ‘ 

*  The  Dog’s  Kama 


(  *jf  ) 


A 


New  SONG. 

To  the  Tune  of,  A Cnrfe  attend  that  Womans  Love 

(in  the  Beggars  Opera.) 

L 

Curfe  attends  the  ftupid  Fool, 

That  Woman’s  always  pleafing, 

*  t  «  r  r  r 

Depend  on’t  he’ll  be  made  her  Tool, 

And  She’ll  be  always  teafing; 

He  makes  her  worfe  that  too  much  bears. 

In  gentle  Terms  I’d  woe  her  ,* 

But  if  fhe  fliew’d  her  Female  Airs, 

& 

I  never  wou’d  purfue  her, 

II. 

If  thus  you  Aft,  they’ll  lofe  their  Sway^ 

The  Sex  will  all  come  to  you. 

But  if  you  take  the  other  Way 

,  0 

•  .  •  -  i 

They-  furely  will  undo  you. 

If  once  you’re  Uiy,  then  Woman  frets,; 

Difcovers  foon  her  Pailion ; 

l  But 


(  66) 

But  if  you’re  eafy  fhe  Coqtiets* 


a*. 


And  hides  her  Inclination. 

III. 

% 

Did  you  plirfue  this  wholefome  Scheme, 

♦  #  ^  7  V.Y-  V  f  V  Jr 

No  Nymph  her  Flame  wou’d  fmother 
No  Courtfhips  wou’d  fo  tedious  feem* 

But  foon  you’d  know  each  other  ^ 

You’d  then  poflfefs  your  Celias  Charms* 

Nor  would  fo  long  be  dying, 

But  foon  fhe’d  leap  into  your  Arms* 

And  lave  a  whole  Year’s  lying. 


FTC  w •  5 
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;  A 

S  O  N  G  on  an  lrifh  Lady. 

O  all  ye  Beaux  on  Britain's  Shore* 

^  •JLJL  T'^Sv  jt? 

Who  are  fo  partial  grown* 

. .  *»  .  ,  j  .x  ,  i  j,  . •  >  /  i  >  * i  i  3 

And  fondly  think  no  Land  has  ftore* 

c>0/  Oili  >j  i  j  •-  *#T  '■» 

Of  Beauties  like  our  own*, 

*  if  A  >»•  *  *  -  '  ■  *  J  %  *  • '  t  J  4  J  \S  I  #  " 

You’ll  be  convinc’d,  will  grow  more  wife, 

^  ^  (  Oik.;,  i-i-v/  ?  1 J IGI  / %Jii  X 

•  *  % 

When  once  you  fee  Victoria  s  Eyes..  •  . .  ,  . 

./#,  4r,  &c. 

When 


When  once  you  fee  her  charming  Air, 

Her  eafy,  graceful  Mien, 

With  me  you’ll  fcruple  not  to  fwear. 

In  Ireland  may  be  feen. 

^  t 

Girls  finely  fafliion’d,  fair  as  thofe 
Fam’d  Beauties,  which  before  you  chofe. 

With  a  fa,  la,  8cc. 

When  e’er  fhe  fpeaks  Wit  fwiftly  flows. 

Yet  with  becoming  Grace 

r  ft 

And  when  Ihe  once  appears  flie  fliews 
•  A  blooming  lovely  Face, 

That  Region’s  blefl,  you’ll  all  agrees 
Where  Beauties  live,  as  bright  as  fhe. 

With  a  fa,  la,  &c. 

Now  end  your  Song  my  captive  Mufe, 

Your  amorous  Strains  conclude, 

,  a 

Nor  fair  Vi  a  or  i a  now  refufe 
My  Boon3  or  think  it  rude,*: 

But  if  you’d  bleft  and  happy  be; 

Qr  make  me  W  fo>  have  Conftancy. 

With  a  fa,  la,  &c„ 


t 


THE 


Difappointed  Coquette, 

A  New  'SONG. 

(Tune  of  0  Charo  Spent.) 

i.  : .  !r  [ 

HIL  ST  Strephoris  fretting, 

Sylvias  coquetting. 

Laughs  at  his  Faifion,  fcornful  appears,; 

At  which  the  Lover  -  .  *  ?.T. 

Soon  turns  a  Rover, 

■  v  M  *  *\  £  4  ’ 

Aid  Cupid’s  Fetters  no  longer  wears, 

,  il  .  '•  '  ... 

«  ,  ,  f  ,  nr  <  **  •  or  ^  ^  **  •  •  ,'v 

diftraded 

.  .  v\  r.  :  *;  \  * 

At  what  lhe’as  adedv 

Him  Ihe  thus  flighted,  fain  wou’d  recall,. 

He  Tyranizes,  \ 

Her  Suit  difpifes,, 

And  vows  The  never  ftiail  more  enthrawK 

Learn 


(  «9  > 


III. 


Learn  hence  vain  Woman 
To  deceive  no  Man, 

Let  no  Wretch  tremble,  die  at  your  Feet, 
But  be  complying, 

Or  when  you’re  dying. 

Poor  Sylvias  Fate  you’ll  furely  meet.' 


A 


Love  Conversation, 


A  New  BALI  AD 

Tune,  a  Favourite  Minuet, 


I Damon s 

IR  Lucinda  don’t  defpife  me. 


Let  a  Swain  your  Favour  find, 

W  hen  with  Scorn  Lucinda  eye’s  me^ 


O  what  Grief  diftrads  my  Mind; 


With  one  Smile  your  Lover  charm. 
Nor  my  tender  Pailion  blame. 


Dons 


C  70  ) 

4  -v  -- 

Don't  be  cruel. 

Nor  add  Fuel 

To  a  wretched  Lover’s  Flame. 

Lucinda . 

Why  does  Damon  ask  a  Favour 
Which  Lucinda  cannot  grant, 

Cenfure  not  my  coy  Behaviour, 

Since  an  equal  Flame  I  want ; 

All  Men  want  the  Power  to  pleafe,' 
sTiil  young  Cupid  with  his  Dart, 
Woman  feizes 
Where  he  pleafes 
Makes  a  Nymph  beftow  her  Heart. 

Damon. 

O  that  Venus ,  Cupid's  Mother, 
Damons  Pafllon  did  difcern. 

Soon  IWd  then  my  Pain  difcover, 

And  her  Son  this  Leffon  learn, 

Qiiickly  bright  Lucinda  find , 

Ufe  your  never- failing  Dart , 

On  yonr  Duty 
Make  this  "Beauty , 

* 

Where  ’ tis  wifid  for3  give  her  Heart . 


Hone md a 


(  7>  ) 

Lucinda . 

•Till  the  Boy  is  on  that  Errand, 
You  can  never  conquer  me. 

Yet  he  wants  the  fatal  Warrant, 
And  Lucinda  yet  is  free ; 

Let  your  fruitlefs  Paffion  ceafe. 
Friendly  Venus  flops  her  Ears, 
Cupid  never 
Shews  his  Quiver, 

Nor  his  Dart  Lucinda  fears, 

Damonl 

All  that  fee  you  muft  admire. 
Love  like  mine  will  never  ceafe, 
Whilft  thofe  Eyes  retain  their  Fire, 
Damons  Paffion  muft  increafe. 

If  this  Love  you’d  have  me  quit. 
Nor  to  Damon  you’ll  incline^ 

To  difarra  me 
And  not  harm  me 
Let  your  Beauties  ceafe  to  Urine, 


V 


v.  w  .  -J 


C  7  2  ) 


Whilft  the  am'rous  Swain  was  fpeaking, 
And  thus  ftrove  to  gain  her  Heart* 
Down  the  little  God  came  fneaking 
Struck  Lticinda  to  the  Heart* 

Alter’d  quite*  with  kinder  Eyes* 

Happy  Damon  now  (he  faw* 

She’s  defeated* 

So  F roll’s  heated 
By  bright  Phccbus  quickly  thaw. 


*  V 


®ra8gg 


LOVE  and  DUTY, 

A  BALLAD. 


'  ’  .  *  >  /•*•  •*  y  '  f-.  . '  V  B  «S 

To  the  Tune  of*  D  efpairing  befides  a  clear  Stream, ,  &c* 

• *  *  *  •  ?  -  .  > 

o  -•  '  *>  •  ■  r s  Mr 

t  •  • '  *  ^  *  -  1  -v  *•  -  •  •  -  <*  -  ' r 

I.  '  -  ■:  C  .  ' 

N  a  Bank  by  a  boiflerous  Sea* 

A  Shepherd  defpairing  was  laid* 

His  Thoughts  on  a  beautiful  She* 

Nor  of  Tempefts  or  Dangers  afraid  $ 


Of 


'Of  dying  no 'Fear  did  he-Iorm, 

He  laugh  t  at  the  Skeleton’s  Dart, 

Love  rag’d  in  the  Swain  like  the  Storm, 

f  » 

And  the  Billows  kept  Time  with  his  Heart. 

•  r  f  y 

II. 

Nor  yet  could  the  Lover  complain, 

That  the  fair  One  his  Suit  had  deny’d ; 

For  the  Nymph  had  reply ’d  in  foft  Strain, 

And  whifper’d  fhe’d  fain  be  his  Bride ; 

But  her  kindnefs  frelli  anguilh  creates, 

Nor  her  Favour  the  Swain  could  relieve. 

This  Match  was  forbid  by  the  Fates, 

And  COLLIN  was  deftfn’d  to  grieve. 

•  III. 

'  r.  »  . 

That  no  Father  like  his  was  Severe, 

The  forrowful  Shepherd  complains. 

And  why  are  we  bound  to  revere, 

i 

When  a  Parent  no  Pity  retains  ? 

Yet  his  Mind  Love  and  Duty  poffeft. 

And  he  ftrove  to  extinguish  his  Flame* 

Still  in  C  L  O  E  he  long’d  to  be  bleft, 

And  who  fuch  a  Paflion  could  blame  £ 


IV. 

Her  Beauty  with  Tranfport  he  faw. 
Love  and  Duty  alternately  ftrove,* 
But  I’ve  never  yet  heard  of  a  Law, 
That  was  able  to  drive  away  Love  ,* 
This  Nymph,  like  Diana  was  chafte. 
With  her  ’twere  a  Heaven  to  live. 
Like  a  beautiful  Taper  her  Wade, 

Tho’  no  Light  like  hevEyes  it  could 

V. 

He  apply’d  to  the  Powers  above. 

His  Sighs  even  melted  the  Skies, 

And  Venus  Queen  Regent  of  Love, 
Beheld  him  with  pitying  Eyes. 

In  a  Shower  the  Goddefs  thus  fpoker 
I  vcijh  you  coitd  C  L  O  E  obtain , 
"But  the  Ice  is  too  hard  to  be  brokey 
And  all  our  Endeavours  are  vain. 

VL 

By  Love  and  by  Duty  enflav’d. 

What  Wretch  fo  unhappy  as  I? 

And  then  like  a  Madman  he  rav’d,. 
And  his  Staff  was  flung  carelefly  by. 


(  75  ) 

The  Ecchos  repeated  his  Groans, 

No  Comfort  the  Shepherd  could  meet. 

The  Willows  reply’d  to  his  Moans, 

,  i  %  if 

And  his  Flock  did  in  fympathy  bleat. 

VII. 

«vl  A  J  J  u.  •  4,  JL  \ 

O  let  me  fome  Counfel  receive, 

Advife  me  what  Courle  I  fliall  take. 

Of  Fathers  the  beft,  fliall  I  grieve. 

Or  the  fineft  of  Women  forfake? 

But  Death  is  the  eafieft  Choice, 
c  My  Fate  fure  all  muCt  lament. 

He  fpo^e — —and  there  'wanted  a  Voice 
To  flop  the  rafli  Shepherd s  Intent, 

VIII. 


-V 


4J  i 


/JV  .V 


mkiT 


■v  -  *-  ■  • :  *  .*'-•  **  * 


' ■  <js&I 


fern  V  ?if 

V. 

.2sJ  a.r?;MSSA 


.  L  ,  * 


Like  a  Poppy  he  hung  down  his  Head, 

Who  once  was  fa.  charming  and  gay. 

And  Life  imperceivably  fled, 

*  «  y 

For  the  Penknife  too  foon  found  its  Way. 
Fejiraint  only  fans  Cupid  j  Fires , 

Nor  Parents  your  Sehfes  abufe. 

Ne'er  attempt  to  curb  youthful  Tiefires^ 

Led  Children  like  him  yen  Jhould  lofe. 

,  >11 
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J  *  : 


A 


V. 


l  mu  c 

\,l  -  ‘  .I  i  3  J  1>. 
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THE 
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C  O  B  L  E  R  s  Stratagem, 

A  New  Ballad, 

•  •  !  *  v  r. 

Taken  from  P  H  OE  T)  R  U  S  Fables* 


Falkix  Vulgi  Judicium 

Ex  put  ore  Mediuis.  Fab.  14. 

- — — - ■  - - - - - — - > — - 


Tune  of,  A  Begging  'We  we  will  go ,  &c. 


CJ  I,...  i  ;  •  ,  1  \ 

HERE  was  a  certain  Craftfmany 

Who  forne  a  Cobler  call, 

* 

That  for  his  ftrange  unlucky  Pranks 
Had  been  expeW  d  his  Stall. 

•  ’*  .  >  «  i  i 

0  a*  •  '  '  r  ■  .  •;*  * 

And  a  Begging  forc'd  to  go 3  & c 

II. 

(»  •  w  *  .  >  V-.  -  \J  1  4  k  .  ^ 

•  v  W  i  * 

Quoth  he  I’ve  many  Years  been  thought 

As  honeft  as  the  Day,*  - . • 

But  fince  I  hav’nt  my  Stall  again  .  .  _  >  . 

r  -  ^  '  V,  w  '  '  *  ■  \  4  *  ‘  °  '  ‘  J  -*•  '  * 

I’ll  take  another  Way, 

And  a  Conjuring  1  will  go,  &c. 


t 


To 


To  Country  ftrait  I’ll  go. 

Where  Men  their  Senfes  lack*  >  A 
Nor  can  a  good  Phyfician 
Diftingufli  from  a  Quack, 

When  a  Canting  1  Jhall  go>  &c* 

IV.  «'  I'oi  f c  '  ,v 

What  I  tho’  I  ne’er  read  Cel/us , 

Or  any  Book  of  Fame, 

HI  rail  and  call  their  ‘Do'clor  Names* 

And  put  them  in  a  Flame, 

When  a  ‘Prating  1  Jhall  go>  &c* 
v.  ^  ol  —  ‘  * 

PH  tell  them  they  are  poifon’d 

*•,  r  V  •  .  V 

By  their  Phyficians  Pills  j 
But  that  I  have  an  Antidote 
Will  cure  them  of  their  Ills* 

And  a  Slandering  I  will  go,  &c, 
<’  VI.  • 

Who  knows  but  by  this  Stratagem* 

Some  Money  I  may  get* 


/ 


( ?2 ; 


And  that  the  gaping  Multitude 
May  all  approve  my  Wit, 

When  a  Chattering  1  Jhall  go,  &c. 
VII. 

Or  if  my  Rival’s  Character, 

I  can  enough  deface,  "g* 

Pray  who  can  tell  but  I  myfelf, 

May  pop  into  his  Place  ? 

And  a  Scoulding  1  will  go,  &c. 


VIII. 


\  M 


To  a  Market  Town  near  Athens 

-  j  _  -  >  —  ~  ,  j>  J  t  -  SJ,  I.  li,  A 

* 

With  mifchievous  Intent, 

J  *  \ 

-  w  A.J  % 

And  fly  Pretence  to  ferve  the  Place 
This  Mountebank  he  went, 

'  '  i  *  ' m  „  ^  "  * 

And  a  Curing  he  did  go,  &c. 


IX. 


ft  p» 


ft  I  tol)  i'j 


or 
1 1 


..  >  xn  I)  cn  jo  Hi V/ 


His  Dofes  were  in  Fuftian  Bags, 

His  Roftrum  was  a  Stool, 

^  — 

^  u  <  «> 

And  that  he  might  divert  theJMob 

He  had  with  him  a  Fool,  .  -  ,  ,  >  , 

J  1  -i. 

•  'V  o  V 

And  together  they  did  go,  &c. 


This 


c 
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X. 

This  Fool  he  was*  a  merry  Wag, 

And  kept  in  conftant  Pay, 

•  -  *  * 

To  bear  a  Bob  and  help  the  Quack, 

To  cry  his  Stuff  away, 

And  together  they  did  go,  See* 
XL 

So  if  the  Quack  was  ever  out 
This  notable  Buffoon, 

Could  flop  the  Gap,  with  far- fetch’d  Jokes, 

And  Stories  from  the  Moon, 

For  a  Joking  he  con'd  go, 

XII. 

Thus  he  had  all  the  Andrew’s  Tricks, 

And  each  Jack  Buddings  Jeft, 

And  fometimes  fpew’d  up  *  Ribbands 
He  did  not  well  digeft. 

And  a  Juggling  he, 

XIII, 

The  Crowd  were  flrangely  pleas’d 
At  what  they  both  did  fay ; 


&c. 


&c. 


No  t 


*  There  was  once  a  Juggler  in  M^re  fields  p  ;  1  VI  Ribbands  out  of  hisMouiu, 
which  he  made  the  People  believe  he  fpew’d  up. 


V 


(  «o  ) 


/ 


r  f  •*  ,* 


. 


.  j 


Nor  TDelphos  famous  Oracle,. 

Was  more  believ’d  than  they, 

TV  he  n  a  Canting  they ,  &c. 

xiv.  •  ,  :: 

Thus  the  TAoclor  was  abufed. 

The  People  fill’d  with  Fears, 

And  all  the  Town  had  like  t’have  been 

/ 

Together  by  the* Ears, 

And  a  Grumbling  they  did  go ,  &c. 

'  XV. 

This  Quack  pretended  much  to  lov^ 

The  Ruler  of  the  Place, 

Tho’  1  y  thefe  Means  he  taught  the  Mob 

To  fly  into  his  Face.  * 

And  a  Rioting  to  go>  &c. 

XVI. 

At  length  came  up  a  Magiftrate, 

And  pray.,  Sir,  who  are  you? 

That  with  un-licens’d  Boldnefs 

And  Noife,  makes  fuch  ado, 

•  * 

i  '  ■  .  •  .  >  .  t  . 

Whilfi  a  Tagging  thus  yon  go>  &c. 

. 

r  .  ’  '  K  .  '  1  *■  » 

*  ,  *  T  '  *  >  v  .  ’  M  rt  fdef  -  At  ^  r  ^  i  -  ± 

One 


fl 


<  *> ) 

XVII. 

!  Our  T)oUor  is  no  Wanderer, 

But  does  his  Station  keep. 

Nor  Biall  your  filly  Jargon  lay 

fj  •  k  X  » 

Our  Senfes  all  afleep. 

Whilft  a  Cheating  yon  do  go,  &c. 
XVIII. 

The  Town  is  well,  to  keep  it  fo 

' 

Shall  be  our  utmoft  Care ; 

But  fhou’d  we  take  your  Slipllops, 

We  foon  might  be  elfe where. 

For  a  Toi foiling  you  go,  &c, 

(I  XIX. 

To  punilTi  Vagrants  fuch  as  you. 

This  once  we  will  negled ; 

But  come  no  more  for  we’ve  a  Houfe 
In  which  we  them  corred 

That  a  Begging  thus  do  go, 


m 


O  N  T  H  E 


ARRIVAL 


OF  HIS 


ROYAL  HIGHNESS 

FREDERICK 

Prince  of  WALES. 

T  length  the  Willies  of  the  Realm  are  o’er, 

c  4-  i  tS  / .  4*,  I  ,  G 

And  Frederick’s  Abfence  we  lliall  grieve  no  more, 

-  *  -  -  *  •  w  i  .  J  C  Ti  T- 

The  Royal  Youth,  with  Joy  "Britannia  greets, 

V  .  -•>  Jw  -ii  W  f  v  I  ^  i,  V  4V  *  .  J  V*  *  i  V  J  \  V  W 

And  all  her  Happinefs  this  Prince  compleatSj 

^  .  » -  j  j.  •  o  . . .  >  _ ,  t  i  ^  -  _ 

No  finge  Branch  of  glorious  GEORGE  fhe  wants, 

*  i  1 A  V\  ...  s*  'v  •  J 

But  bounteous  Heaven  all  Hie  covets,  grants. 

To  eafe  the  longings  of  a  favourite  Ifle, 

The  Prince,  with  pleafure,  leaves  his  Native  Soil  $ 

From  German  Climes  with  finall  Regret  departs, 

For  Brunswick’s  IfTue,  all  have  Englijh  Hearts. 


Who 
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Who  can  the  Royal  Parent’s  Bkfs  relate  ? 

Or  what  Ideas  can  the  Bard  create  ? 

Nature,  a  Joy  like  this  can  hardly  bear. 

But  fhews  its  Extacy  with  gufliing  Tear. 

Such  is  the  tender  Mother’s  glad  Surprize, 

With  hafte  to  meet  her  firft-born  Son  fhe  flys. 

And  greateft  Tranfport  flows  from  wat’ry  Eyes. 

m 

Whom  long  we’ve  mourn’d  for,  let  us  all  revere, 

With  Pride  behold,  our  Heir  Apparent  here. 

\  • 

Let  the  fame  Ardour  warm  each  Britijfo  Breaft, 

As  w7hen  his  Godlike  Sire  the  Name  poflfeft. 

That  Prince,  from  w7hom  each  Subject  learn’t  t’obey. 

From  whom,  all  Kings  may  learn  a  righteous  Sway. 

Hence  Fadious,  ^Slaves,  — if  Fadion  can  abide, 

Where  Virtue  dwells  and  King’s  like  G EO  RG E  refide. 
Hence  to  'Bologna's  Plains,  who  thus  behave 
Nor  live  amongft  a  People  you’d  enflave. 
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